THE POETICAL WORKS OF 


it 

GEOFFREY CHAUCER 


EDITED BY RICHARD MORRIS LED 

Member of the Council of the Philological Society, hddor 
of Specimens of Eaily English, 

4c 4c » 4^ 


WITH MIMOIR B\ SIR HARRIS MCOLAS 



VOL IV 

LONDON 

GEORGE BELL & SOJTS YORE STREET 


COVEET QM^DM 
1884 



onswicK PRESS 


WHITTINGHAM AND CO 
CHANCEKV LANE 


tools court, 



CONTENTS. 


VOL IV 


I age 


fHE Court of Love 

The Pailement of Bnddes, oi the Assem- 
bly of Foules 

The Boke of Cup de, God of Love, or the 
Cuckow and the Nightingale . 

T^ Flower and the Leai 



1 

51 


75 

* 

87 


'J^OYLUS AND CrYSETDE- 

Book I 
Book II 
-Book III 
Book IV 


108 

158 

227 

SO? 





THE COUET OF LOVE. 


^ITH tymeros hert and tremlyng hand 
of drede, 

Of cunning naked, bare of eloquence. 
Unto the dour of poort m womanhede 
I write, as he that none intelligence 
Of metres hath, ne floures of sentence , 

Sauf that me list my writing to convey, 

In that I can to please her h} gh nobley 



The blosmes fresshe of Tullius garden soote 
Piesent hm not, my matere for to borne 
Poemys of Virgile taken here no rote, lo 

Ne crafte of Galfnde may not here sojorne 
Why nam I cunning ^ 0 well may I moine, 

For lak of science that I cannot write 
Unto the princes of my life aright 


No termys digne unto her excellence, 

So 18 she sprong of noble sUrpe and high 
A. world of hono^ie and of re\erence 
There is m her, this wille I testifie. 
Callyope, thowe sister wise and sly, 
vox IT. B 


THE COURT OF LOTE. 
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And tbowe M.ynen% gii}do me with thy grace, : 
That iangage rude my mater not deface 

Thy siiger diopcs swete of Elicon 
Distiil m me, thow e gentle Muse^ I pray , 

And the, Melpomene, I calle anone, 

Of ignoraunee the miste to ehaee away , 

And gi\ e me gi ace so for to write and sey, 

That she, my lady, of her woi thin esse, 

Accepte m grce this htill short tretesse. 

That IS entitled thus, The Courte of Love 
And ye that bene metnciens me excuse, so 

I you bescehe for Venus sake above , 

For whate I men o in this yo nede not muse 

And yf so be my lady it refuse 

For lak of ornat speche, I wold be woo, 

That I presume to her to wnten soo 

But myne entent and all my besy cure 
Is for to wnte this tretesse, as I can. 

Unto my lady, stable, true, and sure, 

Feithfull and kynde, sith first that she began 
Me to accept in service as her man dO 

To her be all the pleasure of this boke, 

That, when her like, she may it rede and loke 

Whek I was yong, at eighteen yere of age, 

Lusty and light, desirous of plesaunce, 

Approehyng on full sadde and ripe eorage, 

Love aited me to do myn obser\aunce 
To his Estate, and doon hym obeysaunce, 
Commaundyng me the Courte of Love to see, 

A lite beside the Mounte of Citharee, 
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;There Citherea goddesse was and quene so 

jHonowred highly for her majestie, 

'knd eke her sonne, the myghty god, I wene, 
Cupyde the blynde, that foi his dignyte 
A thousand lovers woiship on here kne. 

There was I bidde, in payn of deth, to pere, 

By Mercury, the wynged messengere 

So than I wente be straunge and ferre contrees, 
Enquiryng ay whate costes that to it drewe 
The Courte of Love and thiderward, as bees, 

At last I se the peple gan pursue 60 

Anon me thoughts som wight was there thatknewe 
Where that the courte was holden, ferre or n} e. 
And aftir hem fulle faste I gan me hie 

Anone as I hem overtoke, I seide, 

‘ Haile frendes ^ whider purpose ye to wende 
‘ Forsothe,’ quod one that aunswerede lich a mayde, 
^ To Loves Courte no we goo we, gen till fiend ’ 

^ Where is that place,’ quod I, ^my felowe hend^ 

* At Citheron, sir,’ seid he, ‘ withoute dowte, 

‘ The Kyng of Love, and all his noble rowte, 70 

( Dwellyng withynne a castell ryally ’ 

So than apace I jorneda forth among^, 

And as he seide, so fond I there truly 
For I behelde the towres high and stronge. 

And highe p^nacles, laige of hight and longe, 

With plate of gold bespiedde on every side, 

And presious stones, the stone werke for to hide. 

No saphir Tnd, no rube riche of price. 

There lakked^ thanne, nor emeraude so grene, 
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Bales Turkes, Be thing to my devise, m 

That may the castell maken for to shene 
All was as bright as sterres m winter bene , 

And Phebiis shone, to make his pease agayn 
For trespace doon to high estates twejne, 

Venus and Mars, the god and goddess© clere, 
When he hem founde m armes che^^ned faste 
Venus was than full sad of harte and chere 
But Phobiis homes, streight as is the maste. 

Upon the castell gynith he to caste, 

To please the lady, princess© of that place, 00 
In sign he loketh aftii Loves grace 

For there n^/S god in Heven or Helle, iwis, 

But he hath ben right soget unto Love 
Jove, Pluto, or whatesoever he is, 

Ne creature m erth, or yet above, 

Of thise the revers may no wight approve 
But furthermore, the castell to discrive, 

Yet sawe I never none so large and high 

For unto Heven it streccheth, I suppose, 
Withynne and oute depe^^nted wonderly, loo 
With many a thousand daisy rede as rose, 

And white also, this sawe I verely 
But whate tho deyses myghtg do sigmfie, 

Can I not telh, sauf that the queues floure 
Alceste yit was that kept© there her sojoure, 

Which under Venus lady was and queue, 

And Admete k}'ng and sov^erayn of that place, 

To whom obeide the ladyes gode ninetene, 



THE COURT OF LOVE. 6 

With maay a thowsand other, bright of face 1C9 
And yonge men fele came forth with lusty pace, 
And aged eke, here homage to dispose , 

But whate thay were, I eowde not well disclose 

Yet nere and nere furth m I gan me dresse 
Into an halle of noble apparaj^le, 

With arras spred, and cloth of gold I gesse, 

And other silke of esier a\aile 

Under the cloth of here estate saunz fade. 

The kyng and qiiene ther sat, as I beheld 
It passed joye of Helise the feld 

There saintes have here comyng and resort, 120 
To seen the kyng so rj-ally beseen. 

In purple clad, and eke the queue in sort 
And on here hedes sawe I erownes twayn, 

With stones frett, so that it was no payne, 
Withouten mete and drynke, to stand and see 
The kinges honour and the ryaltie. 

And for to trete of states with the kyng, 

That bene of eouncell cheef, and with the quene, 
The kyng had Daunger nere to hym standyng. 
The Quene of Love, Disdejne, and that was sene 
For by the feith I shall to God, I wene i3i 

Was never straunger none in her degree. 

Than was the quene m eastjng of her ye 

And as I stode perceyvyng her apart, 

And eke the bemes shjnyng of her jen, 

Me thoughts thay were shapyn liche a darte, 
Sherpe and persyng, smale and streight as line 
And all her here it shone as gold so fyne. 
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Di&sliivill, cnspe, downe hyng} ng at her bak 
A yaide m length and smoothly than I spake — 

^ 0 brighte Regina, ^ho made the so faire ^ i4i 
Who made thy colour vermelet and white ^ 

Where woneth that god^ ho we fer above the eyre'^^ 
Giete was his crafte, and giete was his delite 
Now marvel I nothing that ye do hight 
The Quene of Lo\e, and oceupie the place 
Of Cithare nowe, swete lady » thi giace ^ 

In mewet spake I so that nought asterto 
By no condicion, worde that m}'ghto be harde , 

But m myne inwaid thought I gan adveite, iso 
And oft I seido ^ My witte is duHo and haide ’ 
For with her bewtie, thus, God wot, I fei de 
As doth the man i-ra\isshed with sighte, 

Whenne I beheld her cnstall yen so bi ighte, 

No respect havjmg whatte was best to doon, 

Till right anon, beholding here and there, 

I spied a frend of myne, and that full sone 
A gentilwoman, was the chamberer 
Unto the queen, that hote, as ye shall here, 
Philobone, that loved wel alle her life 160 

Whan she me sey, she led me fiirth as blyfe , 

And me demaimded howe and m whate wise 
1 thider come, and whate myne eiand was^ 

^ To sene the courte/ quod I, ^ and alle the guyse , 
And eke to sue for pardon and for grace, 

And mercy aske for all my grete trespace, 

That I none erst come to the Courte of Love , 
Foryeye me this, ye goddes all above/ 
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^ That IS well seid/ quod Philohone, ^ indede * 

But were ye not assomoned to apere no 

By Mercurms, for that is all my drede * 

* YiSj gentill feire,’ quod I, ^ nowe am I here, 

Ye, }it whate thowe, though that be true, my dere 

* Of youre fre wille ye shuld ha\e come unsent 
For ye dide not, I deme ye wiUe be shent 

^ For ye that reigne in youth and lustjmesse, 
Pampired with ease, and joykss in youre age, 
Youre aewtie is, as ferre as I canne guesse, 

To Loves Courte to diessen youre \iage. 

As sone as Natuie maketh you so sage, iso 

That ye may knowe a woman from a swan, 

Or whanne youre fote is growen half a spanne 

^ But sith that ye, be wilfulle necligence, 

This eighteene yere have kepte youieself at large, 
The gretter is youre tiespaee and offence, 

And in youre nek you motte here all the charge 
For better were ye ben withouten barge 
Amydde the se m tempest and in rayne, 

Tha?2 byden here, receyvyng woo and payne. 

That ordeyned is for suche as hem absente loo 
Fro Loves Courte by yeres long and fele. 

I ley my lyf ye shalk full sone repente , 

Foi Love wille reyre youre colouie,lust, andhele 
Eke ye moste bayte on many an hevy mele 
No force, iwis, I stired you long agoone 
To drawe to courte,’ quod iitell Philobon 

^ Y'e shaUe well se ho we rowhe and angry face 
The Kyng of Love will shewe, when ye hym se: 
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By mjne advyse knele downe and aske hym grace, 
Eschewing perell and ad^eisitee, 200 

For Welle I wot it wolie none other be, 

Comforte is none, ne councell to yonre ease , 

Why wille ye thanne the Kyng of Love displese ^ ^ 

^ 0 mercy God,’ qnod Iche, ‘ I me repent, 

Caytif and wrecche in hert, in wille and thought ^ 
And aftir this shall be myne hole entent 
To serve and please, howe dere that love be bought; 
Yit sith I have myne owen penannce isought, 
With humble sprite shall I it receyve, 

Though that the K}^ng of Love my life bereyve 210 

‘ And though the fervent loves quahte 
In me did never worche truly yit I 
With all obeysaunce and humilite, 

And benigne harte, shall serve hym till I dye 
And he that Lorde of myghtes, grete and high, 
Right as hym lyste me chastice and corrects 
And pimysshe me, with trespace thus enfecte ’ 

Thise wordes seid, she caught me by the lap, 

And ledde me forth mtill a temple round, 

Both large and wyde and as my blessed hap S20 
And gode aventure was, right sone I founde 
A tabernacle reised from the ground e, 

Where Venus sat, and Cupide by her side, 

Yit half for drede I gan my visage hide. 

And eft agayn I loked and beheld, 

Seyng full sundry peple in the place, 

And mjster folks, and som that myght not w^ld^ 
Here lymmes wele, me thought a wounder case , 
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The temple shone with wyndowes all of glasse. 
Bright as the day, with many a teire ymage , 230 
And there I sey the freshe qiiene of Cartage, 

Dydo, that brent her bewtie for the lo7e 
Of fals Eneas , and the weymyntyng 
Of hir Anelida, true as turtill dove, 

To Arcite fals and there was in peyntyng 
Of many a prince, and many a doughty kyng, 
Whose marterdom was shewed aboute the walles , 
And howe that feale for love had^^e suffred falles 

But sore I was abasshed and stonyed 
Of all thoo folke that there were in that tide, 240 
And than I askede where thay hade woned 
' In dyvers coiirtes,’ quod she, ^ here beside/ 

In sondry clothing, maiitil-wise full wide, 

They were arrayed, and did he^e sacrifice 
Unto the god and goddesse in here guyse 

^ Lo ^ yonder folk,’ quoth she, ^ that knele in blewe, 
Thay were the coloure ay and ever shaile, 

In signe thay were and ever wille be true 
Withouten ehaunge and soothly yonder alle 
That ben in blak, and mornyng cry and eaUe 250 
Unto the goddes, for here loves bene 
Som ferre, som dede, som all to-sherpe and kene ’ 

^ Ye than,’ quod I, ^ whate done thise prestes here, 
Nonnes and hermytes, freres, and alls thoo 
That sit m white, m russet, and m grene ^ 
Forsoth,’ quod she, ‘ thay waylen of here woo/ 

‘ 0 mercy lord ^ may thay so come and goo 
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Fiely to court and have siiche libcrtie*^’ 

* Ye men of eehe condicion and degree, 

^ And women eke for truly there is none 
Excepcion made, ne never was ne may 
This eourte is ope and fie for everychone, 

The Kyng of Love he wille nat say hem nay 
He takith all, in pooi e or riehe arraye, 

That mekely sewe unto his excellence 
With all 1m e haite and all here reverence^ 

And, waikyng thus aboute with Philobone, 

I se where come a messengere in hic 
Straight from the kyng, which let commaundo anon, 
Throughoute the eourte to make an ho and crye 
Aile newe come folke abide ^ and wote ye whye * 5 ^ 
The kynges luste is for to seen youe sone , 272 

Gome nere, let se ’ his wille mote nede be done ’ 

Than gan I me presents tofoie the kyng, 
Tremelyng for fere, with visage pale of hewe, 

And many a lover with me was knelyng, 
Abasshed sore, till unto the tyme thay knewe 
The sentence yove of his entent full trewe 
And at the laste the kyng hath me beholde 
With Sterne visage, and seid, ' Whate doth this olde, 

^ Thus forre istope in yeres, come so late 28i 
Unto the courted’ ^ Foisoth, my liege/ quod I, 

^ An hundred tyme I have ben at the gate 
Afoie this time, yet coude I never espye 
Of myne acquejntaunee cny with myne ye. 

And shamefastnes away me gane to chace , 

But no we I me subm^tte unto youi grace/ 
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^ Well ^ all IS perdoned, with eondicion 
That thowe be trewe from hensforth to thy m}ght, 
And seiven Lo\e in thyne entencion 290 

Swere this, and thanne, as far as it is right, 
Thowe shalte ha\e grace here in my qnenes sight ’ 
‘ Yis, by the feith I owe youre crowne, I swere, 
Though Deth therfore me thirlith with his spere ’ 

And whan the kyng had sene us everyehone, 

He let commaiinde an officer m hie 
To take oiu e feith, and shewe us, one by one 
The statu tis of the eoiirte full bes}ly 
Anon the boke was leide before her ye, 

To lede and se whate thyng we most obseive 300 
In Lo\es Courte, till that we d3/e and ster-ve. 

And for that I was lettred, there I redde 
The statutis hole of Loves Courte and halle 
The firste statute that on the boke was spied, 
Was, To be true in thought and dedes alle 
Unto the Kyng of Love the loid ryalle , 

And to the Quene, as feithfull and as kynde, 

As I coude thynke with harte, and wille,and mynde 

The secunde statute, Secretely to kepe 
Councell of love, nat blowing every where - 310 

All that I knowe, and let it synk and fiete , 

It may not sowne in every wightes eie 
Exii}'ng slaunder ay for died and fere, 

And to my lady, which I love and serve. 

Be true and kynde, her grace for to deserve. 

The thridde statute was clerely write also, 
Withouten chaunge to l^ve and dye the same, 
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None other Ioto to take, foi welo ne woo, 

For blynde delite, for einest nor for game, 
Withonte repent for laughyng or for giame,^ S20 
To biden still in full per&everaunee 
A 1 this was hole the kynges ordynaunce. 

The fourth statute, To purchace ever to here, 

And stiren folke to love, and beten fire 
On Yenus awter, heie aboute and there. 

And preche to hem of love and hote desire^. 

And telle howe love will quyten wel here hire 
This muste be kepte , and loth me to displease 
If love be wroth, passe , for the') eby is an ease 

The fifth statute, Not to be daungerous, 339 
Yf that a thought wold reyve me of my slepe 
Nor of a sight be over squymouse , 

And so vciyeuly this statute was to kepe, 

To turne and walowe in my bed and wepe, 

When that my lady, of her crueltie, 

Wold from her harte exiiyn all pyte. 

The sivte statute, it was for me to use, 

done to wander, voyde of company, 

md on my ladys bewtie for to muse, 

nd to thmke no force to ly ve or dye , aio 

nd eft agayn to thynke the remedy, 

owe to her grace I myght anon attayne, 

id telle my woo unto my souverayne 

e seventh statute was, To be pacient, 
lether my lady joyfiill were or wroth; 
r wordes glad or bevy, dilygent, 
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Wheder that she me heiden lefe or doth- 
And hereupon I put was to myn othe, 

Hir f^r to serve, and lowlj to obey, 

And shewing my chere, ye, twenty sith aday 350 

The eighth statute to my remembraunce, 

Was, To speke and pray^ my lad} deie, 

With homely laboure and grete attendaunce, 

Me for to lo\e with all her harte entiere. 

And desire and make me joyfuH chere, 

Eight as she is, surmountyng every fmre, 

Of bewtie well and gentiU debonayre 

The ninth statute, with lettres writ of gold, 

This was the sentence, How that I and alle 
Shuld ever drede to be to overbolde 360 

Her to displease , and truly so I shall , 

But ben content for thyng that may Malle, 

And mekely take her chastisement and yerde, 
And to offende her ever ben aferd 

The tenth statute was Egally discerne 
Bytwene thy lady and thyn abilitee, 

And thynke thyself arte never like to yerne, 

By right, her mercy nor of eqiute, 

But of her grace and womanly pitee , 

For though thy self be noble in thy strene, 370 
A thowsand fold more nobih is thy quene 

Thy lives lady and thy souvera3m, 

That hath thyne harte all hole m governaunce, 
Thow maist no wise hit taken to disdayne, 

To put the humbly at her ordynaunce. 
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And } her free the reyne of her plesaunce , 

For libertie }s thing that women loLe, 

And truly elliF the mater is a croke 

The eleventh statute, Thy signes for to knowe 
With le and fynger, and with smyles softg, sso 
And lowe to kowigh, and alway for to shone, 

For dred of spies, for to wynken ofte 
But secretly to bring up a sigh aloft^, 

And eke beware of overmoehe resoite, ^ 

For that paraventure spiUeth all thy sporte 

The twelfth statute remember to observe 
For all the payne thow haste for love and wo. 

All IS to hte her mercy to deseive, 

Thow muste th;ynke, where ever thow ride or goo. 
And mortall woundes suffer thow also, 3 £<o 

All for her sake, and thynke it wel beset, 

Upon thy love, for it may be no bette 

The thirteenth statute, Whilom is to thynke, 
Whate thjng may best thy lady lyke and please, 
And m thyne haites botom let it synke 
Som thin^ de\ ise, and take for thyne ease, 

And send it her, that may hei harte pease 
Some hert, or ryng, or letre, or devise, 

Or precious stone , but spare not for no price 

The fourteenth statute eke thou shalte assaye 400 
Fmmeiy to kepe the mosta parte of thy life 
Wisshe that thy lady in thjne armes lay<?, 

And nj glitl} dreme, thow hast thy nygh tes harte wife 
Swetely in armes, straynyng her as blife 
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And whanne thou seest it is but fantas}^^, 

Se that thow syng not over mer^ly 

For to moche joye hath oft a wofull end 
It longith eke this statute for to holde, 

To deme thy ladv ei ermore thy frende, 

And thynke thyself in no wise a cocold 410 

In every thing she doth but as she shuld^ 
Construe the beste, beleve no tales newe, 

For ma^y a lie is told, that semyth full trewe 

But thinke that she, so bounteous and fa} re, 
Cowde not be fals imagyne this algate , 

And thinke that tonges wykked wold her appaieri?, 
Sklaundeiyng her name and worshipful! estate, 
And lovers true to setten at debate 
And though thow seest a fawte right at thyne ye, 
Excuse it blive, and glose U pretily 420 

The fifteenth statute, Use to swere and stare, 

And counterfete a lesyng hardely, 

To save thy ladys honoure every whare, 

And put thyself for her to fights boldely 
Sey she is gode, vertuous, and gostely, 

Clere of entent, and harte, and thought and wilie , 
And argue not for reson ne for skille 

Agayne thy ladys plesire ne entent, 

For love wille not be counterpleted mdede 
Sey as she seith, than shalte thowe not be shent, 
The crowe is white , ye truly, so I rede 431 
And ay whate thyng that she the wiHe forbidde, 
Eschewe all that, and give her soverentie, 

Hir appet^i^e folowe in aH degree. 
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The sixteenth statute, kepe it yf thow may — 
Se’ven sith at ii}ght th} lady for to please, 

And seven at mydnyght, seven at morowe day, 
And dr^nke a cawdeil erly for thyne ease 
Do this and kepe thyno hede from all dyssease, 
And Wynne the garland here of lov ers alle^ 440 
That ever come m courte, or ever shalle 

Full fewe, thj nke I, this statute hold and kepe , 
But truly this my reason giveth me fele, ^ 

That som lovers shulde rather fall aslepe, 

Than take on hand to please so ofte and wele 
There lay none othe to this statute adele, 

But kepe who myght as gave hym his corage 
Nowe get this garlant lusty folke of age 

Nowe Wynne whoo may, ye lusty folke of youth, 
This garland fressh, of floures rede and white, 450 
Purpill and blewe, and colours ful uneowth, 

And I shall ciowne hym kyng of all dehte ^ 

In all the courte there was not, to my sight, 

A lover trewe, that ho ne was adrede. 

When he expiesse hath hard the statute redde 

The seventeenth statute, When age approchith on, 
Ind Ihst IS leide, and all the fire is queymt, 
iS fresshly than thowe shalte begynne to fonne, 
nd dote in love, and all her ymage paynte 
1 the remembraunoe, till thow begynne to faynte, 
s m the firste season thyne hart beganne 4 bi 
ad her desire, though thowe ne may ne can 

rfourme thy lyvyng actuell, and lust , 
gester this in thy remembraunee ; 
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Eke whan tho w maist not kepe thy thing from rust. 
Yet Speke ana talk of pleasaunt dalyaunee , 

For that shall make thyne harterejo^se anddaunee, 
And when thou maist no more the gam assaj e, 

The statute bidde the praye for hem that may^ 

The eighteenth statute, holy to commende, 470 
To please thy lady, is, That thow eschewe 
With sluttisshnesse thyself for to offende , 

Be jolif, fressh, and fete, with thmges newe. 
Courtly Vith manor, this is all thy due, 

Gen till of porte, and loving clenl} nesse , 

This IS the thing that liketh thi mazstresse^ 

And not to wander liche a dulled asse, 

Ragged and torn, disguised in array, 

Ryhaude in speche, or oute of mesure passe, 

Thy bounde excedyng, thynk on this aiway 4 so 
For women been of tender hartes aye, 

And lightly set^0 here plesure m a place , 

When they misthinke, they lightly let it passe 

The nineteenth statute, Mete and drynke forgcte 
Eche other day, se that thow fast^* for love. 

For m the eourte thei live withouten mete, 

Sauf suche as eomyth from Yeniis all above 
Thoi take none heed, in payne of grete leprove. 

Of mete and drynke, for that is all m vayn, 

Onely they live be sight of here sovei ayne 490 

The twentieth statute, last of everychone 
Enrolle it in thyn barter privite , 

To wring and waile, to turne, and sigh and grone, 
When that thy lady absent is from the , 
von IT c 
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And eke revow 6 the wordes alle that she 
Bitwene you twayn hath seid, and all the chere 
That the hath made thy lives lady dere 

And se thyne harte in quiete ne in rest 
Sojorne till tyme thowe sene thy lady eft , 

But where she wonne be south, or est, or west, m 
With all thy force, no we se it be not left 
Be diligent, till tj^me thy life be reft. 

In that thowe maist, thy lady foi to see , 

This statute was of old antiquite. 

An officer of high auctorite, 

Cieped Rigour, made us to swere anon 
He nas corrupt with paroial} te, 

Favour, piayer, ne gold that cZ^erely shone , 

^ Ye shalle,’ quod he^ ^ nowe sweren here echone, 
Yong and old^, to kepe, m that ye maye, 510 
The statutes truly, all aftir this day/ 

0 God, thought I, hard is to make this oth ^ 

But to my pouer shall I hem observe , 
n all this world nas mater half so loth 
"*0 swere for all , for though my body sterve, 
have no myght hm hole for to leseive 
lut herkyn nowe the cace how it befell 
ftef my othe was made, the trouth to telle, 

turned leves, lokyng on this boke, 

here other statutes were of women shene , 520 

id right forthwith Rigour on me gan loke 

dl angrily, and seid unto the queue 

raitour was, and charged me let bene 

bieie may no man,’ quod he, ‘ the statute knoiie, 

it long to women, hie degree ne lowe* 
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* In secrete wise thaj kepten ben full close, 

They sowne ecchone to libertie, my frend , 
Pleasaiint thay be, and to heie owen purpose. 
There wote no wight of heni^ but God and fend, 
Ne naught shall witte, unto the worldes ende 5 jo 
The queue hath yo\e me charge, in pajme to d}e, 
Nevei to rede ne sen hem with m3.ne je 

^ Foi men shall not so nere of conn cell ben 
With w omanhede, ne knowen of her gnyse, 

Ne whate they thinke, ne of here wit thengyne , 

I me reports to Salamon the wise, 

And mighty Sampson, which beg} led thries 
With Dalida was , he wot that, in a thro we, 
There may no man statute of women knowe 

^ For it peraventuie may right so befalle, 640 
That they be bounde by nature to disee}ye, 

And sp^nne, and wepe, and sugre strewe on galle, 
The hart of man to ravissh and to rejve, 

And whet here tong as sharp as swerd oi gley'^e 
It may betide, this is Ae? e ordynaunce, 

So muste thei lowly done the observaunee, 

^ And kepe the statute yoyen hem of kynde, 

Of suche as love have yo\e hejn m here life • 

Men may not wete why turneth every wynde, 
Nor waxen wise, nor ben inquisytyf 550 

To knowe secret of mayde, widue, or wife , 

For thai here statutes have to hem reserved. 

And never man to knowe hem hath desen’^ed 

* Nowdiesse you furth, the God of Love you guyde 
Quod Eigour than, ^ and seke the temple bnght<? 
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Of Citherea goddess^, here beside ; 

Bescche her, by enfluence and myghte 
Of all her vertiie, you to teche alights, 

Howe for to serve yoiire iadis, and to please, 

Ye that ben sped, and set your hart in ease t eo 

^ And ye that ben unpur\eied, praye Aer eke 
Comforte you sone with grace and destine, 

That ye may setfe youre harte there ye maye like, 
In suche a place, that it to lo’v e may bo 
Honoure and worship, and filieite 
To you for ay Now goth by one assentis. 

‘ Gi aunt mercy su quod w^e, and furth we went^ 

Devoutly, soft and esy pace, to se 
Venus, the goddessc, ymage all of gold© 

And theie w^e founde a thousand on here kne, 670 
Som fressh and feire, som dedely to beholds, 

In sondry mantils newe, and some were olde, 

Som paynted were with flames rede as fire, 
Outeward to shewe here mwarde hote desire 

With dolefull chere, ful feele in here complaynt, 
Criede ^ Lady Venus, re we upon cure sore ’ 
Receyvc our billes, with teres al bedreynt. 

We may^ not wepe, there is no more in store , 

But woo and payne us frettith more and more 
Thow blisseful planet, lovers sterie so shene, 680 
Have rowth on us, that sighe and carefull bene , 

' And ponysshe, Lady, grevously, we praye, 

The false untrew, with counterfete plesaunce, 

That made here othe, be trewe to live or dye, 
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With chere assured, and with countenawnce , 

And falsljT' now thay foten loves daunce, 

Baren of rewth, untrue of that they seid, 

Now that here lust and plesire is alleide ’ 

Yit eft again, a thousand milion, 

Rejoysing, love, ledyng here life in hlis 590 

Thay seid — ^ Venus, redresse of al division, 
Goddesse eternel, thy name ihiied is * 

By loveS bond is knyt all thing, iwis. 

Best unto best, the erth to water wanne, 

Birde unto bird, and woman unto marine ; 

‘ This is the life of joye that we ben in, 
Resemblyng life of h evenly paradyse , 

Love is exilcr ay of vice and synne , 

Love maketh hartes lusty to demise. 

Honour e and grace, have thay in every wise. 600 
That ben to loves lawe ohedyent , 

Love makith folke benigne and diligent, 

* Ay steryng hem to drede vice and shame 
In here degree it maketh hem honorable , 

And swete it is of love to here the name. 

So that his love be feithfuil, true and stable" 

Love prunj/th hjm, to semen amyable. 

Love hath no faute, there it is excercised, 

But sole with hem that have all love dispised 

' Honoure to the, celestiall and clere eio 

Goddess^ of love, and to thy celcitiide, 

That 3 evest us light so ferre downe from thi spere, 
Persing o^ r hartes with thi pijlcritude ^ 
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Compersion none of similitude 
May to till giace be made in no dcgr^ 

That hast us set with lo-ve in unite 

^ Grete cause have we to prayse thy name and the, 
For thiough the we live in joy e and blisse 
Blessed be thowe, most somerayn to se ^ 

Thi holy courte of gladnesse may not ni} sso 62o 

A thousand sith we may rejoise in this, 

That we ben thyne with harte, and all ifefa 
Enflamcd with thi grace, and he\ynly fere * 

Musyng of tho that spakjn in thiswise, 

I me bethought m my remembraunce 
Myne oryson right godely to devise, 

And pleasauntly with hartes obeysaunce, 

Beseche the goddosse voiden my grevaunce ; 

For 1 loved eke, saiif that I wist nat where ; 

Yet downe I set and seid as ye shall hci e eso 

* Feirest of alls that ever were or be ^ 

Lucerne and light to pensif creature ^ 

Myne hole affiaunee, and my lady free, 

My goddessc bright^, my fortune and my we, 

I yev 6 and yeld my harte to tho full sure, 

Humbly bescching, lady, of thi grace 
Me to bestowe into som blissed place 

And here I vowe me feithfuU, true, and kynde, 
Withoute offence of mutabilite. 

Humbly to serve, while I have witte and my nde, 
Myne hole aMaimce, and my lady free ^ 64i 

In thilke place, there ye me signe to he 
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And, sith this thing of newe is }Ove me, aye 
To lo've and serve, and nedely most I obe;^ 

‘ Be mereiable mth thi fire of giace, 

And fix myne harte there bewtie is and routh, 

For hote I love, determyne m no place, 

Saiif only this, be God and by my trouth, 

Trowbled I was with slomber, sleep, and slonth 
This other night, and in a visioun bjO 

I se a woman romen up and downe, 

‘Of mene stature, and semly to beholde, 

Lusty and fiessh, demure of county naunce, 

Yong and wel shape, with here that shone as gold, 
With eyen as cristall, fareid with plesaunce , 

And she gan stir?e myne harte a lite to daunee , 
But sodenly she vanysshe gan right theie 
Thus I may sey, I love and wot not where 

For whate she is, ne hei dwellymg I note, 

And yit I fele that lo\e distre3meth me eso 

Might iche her knowe, her wold I faym, God wot, 
Serve and obeye with aU benigmte 
And if that other b^ my destine, 

So that no wise I shall hir never se, 

Than graunte me her that best may liken me 

< With glad rejoyse to live in parfite hele, 

Devoide of wrath, repent, or \ariaunoe; 

And able me to do that may be wele 
Unto my lady, with hartes hie plesaunce 
And, myghty Goddess^, through thy purviaunce m 
My Witte, my thought, my lust and love so guyde, 
That to thyne honure I may me provyde 
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^ To set myne harte in place there I may like. 

And gladly scive vith all affeccioiin 

Orete is the pajn which at mjne hart doth styke, 

Till I be sped by thyne eleccion 

Helpe, lady Goddesse ^ that possession 

I myght of hei ha\e, that in all my life 

I clepen shal my quene and hartes wife 

^ And in the Courte of Love to dwelle for aye 6S0 
My wide it IS, and done the saeiyfice 
Dayly with Diane eke for to hght and fraye, 

And holden werre, as myght well me suffice 
That goddesse chaste I kepen m no wise 
To serve , a figge for all her chastite ’ 

Hir lawe is for religiosite ’ 

And thus gan fynysshe prcyer, lawde, and pieice, 
Which that I yove to Yenus on my kne, 

And m myne harte to ponder and to peice , 

I gave anon hir ymage fressh bewtie m 

Heiie to that figure swete ^ and heilc to the, 
Cupide/ quod I, and rose and yede my way, 

And m the temple as I yede, I sej 

A shryne soimownting all in stones iiehe, 

Of whi<?h the force was plesaunce to myne ye, 
With diamant or saphire, never liche 
I ha’ve none seyen, y wrought so wonnderly 
So when I met with Philobone m hie, 

I gan demaundc, ' Who is this sepulture 
' Foisoth,’ quod she, ^ a tender creature 700 

^ Ys shryned there, and Pite is her name. 

She saw an egle wreke hym on a flye, 
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And pluk his wynge, and ete h^m, m his game, 
And tender harte of that hath made her dye 
Eke she wold wepe, and morne right piteously 
To sene a lover suffre grete destresse 
In ahe the courte nas none, that as I gesse, 

^ That eoude a lover ha^^ so well availe, 

Ne of his woo the torment or the rage 
AssZaken, for he was sure, 'withouten fade, 710 
That of his giyefe she coude the hete asuage 
In stede of Pite, spedeth hote eorage 
The maters alle of courte, now she is dede , 

I me report in this to womanh^de. 

' For weile and wepe, and crye,and spek^,and praye, — 
Women wolde not ha\e pite on thi playnt, 

Ne by that meane to ease thjne hart come}"^, 

But the receyven for here owen talent 
And sey that Pite causith the, in consent 
Of rewth, to take thy service and thy pa^ne m 
In that thow maist, to please thy soverayne 

^ But this IS eouncell, kepe it secretly,’ 

Quod she ^ I nolde for all the world abowte. 

The ftuene of Love it wist, and wutte ^e why ^ 
For yf by me this mater spryngen oute, ’ 

In courte no lenger shuld I, 0^ te of dowte, 
Bwellen, hut shame in all my life endry 
Nowe kepe it close,’ quod she, ^ this hardelj 

^ Well, all IS well ^ Nowe shall ye sene,’ she seide, 
^ The feirest lady undei sonne that is 730 

Come on v^ith me, demeane you hehe amayde, 
With shamefast drede, foi ye shall spele, iwis. 
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With her that is the miwur joye and blisse , 

But somwhate straunge and sad of her demoane 
She IS, beware yoiire coiintenaunee be sene, 

^ Nor over light, ne reehelesse, ne to bolde, 

Ne malapert, ne rjmnyng with 5mur tong<3. 

For she will you abeisen and beholde, 

And }ou demands why ye were hens so longg 
Oute of this courte, withouten resorte amonge 740 
AncZ Rosiall her name is hole aright, 

Whose harte as yet is yoven to no wight. 

' And ye also ben, as I understond, 

With love but light a\auncod, by your wordc. 
Might ye be happe youro fredome makcn bond, 
And fall in grace with her, and wel aecoido, 

Well myght ye thank the God of Love and Lord , 
For she that ye sawe in youre dreme appere, 

To love suehe one, whate ar ye then the nere ? 

* Yit wote ye whate ^ as my remembraunce 750 
Me yevith nowe, ye fay ne where that ye sey^, 
That ye with love haMe never acqueyntaunce, 
Sauf m your dreme right late this other daye 
Why, yiS, parde ^ my life, that durst I laye, 

That ye 'werr caught opon an heth, when I 
Saw you eompiayn, and sighe full piteously 

^ Withynne an erber, and a garden faier 
With floures growe, and herbes vertwouse, 

Of which the &a\our swete was and the aire^ 
There v ere youre self full /iote and amerouss 
Iwis y e ben to nyse and daungerouce , 


m 
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A ^ woldd ye nowe repent, and love some newe 
^ Nay by trouth/ I seid, I never knevve 

* The godely wight, whoes I shall be for aye 
Guyde me the Loid that love hath made and me ^ 
But fiirth we went into a chambre gay, 

There was Rosiall, womanly to se, 

Whose stremes, sotell-percyng of her ye, 

Myne harte ganne thrille for bewtie in the stounde 
^ Alasji quod I, ‘ whoo hath me yo\e this wounde 

And than I dredcZe to speke till at the laste in 
I grete the lady reverently and wele , 

Whan that my sigh was gon and overpast, 

Than downe on knees ful humbly gan I knele, 
Beseching her my fervent woo to kele, 

For there I toke full purpose in my mynde, 

Unto her grace my paynfull harte to bynde 

For yf I shall all fully her diseryve. 

Her hede was roiinde, by compaee of nature, 

Her here as gold, — she passed all on live, — 7ao 

And lylly forehede hade this creature. 

With lovelicAe browes, flawe, of coloure pure, 
Bytwene the whiehe was mene disseveraunee 
From every browe, to shewe a due distaunbe 

Her nose directed straight, and even as lyme. 

With foul me and shap therto convenient, 

In which the goddes mylke white path doth shyuie , 
And eke hei yen ben bright and orient 
As IS the smaragde, unto mv juggement, 
ter yet thise sterres hevenly, smale and bnghte , 
Hir visage is of lovely rede and white m 
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Her mouth is shorte, and shitte m litcll space, 
Flamyng somdele, not o\er rede, I mcne, 

With prengnante hppes, and thike to kisse, 
percas , 

(For l}T)pes thynne, not fatte, hut ever lene, 

They serve of naught, thay be not worth a bene , 
For if the basse ben full, theie is dclite, 
Maximyan tiuly thus doth he wiite ) 

But to my purpose — I sey, white as sno'v’^e 
Ben all her teth, and m order thay stands soo 
Of one stature , and eke her brelh, I ti owe, 
Surmounteth all oders that e\er I found 
In swetnesse, and her body, face, and honde 
Bon sharply slender, so that from the hede 
Unto the fote, all is but womanhede 

I hold my pease of other thinges hidde — 

Here shal my soule, and not my tong, bewraye — 
But how she was arrayed, yf ye me bidde, 

That shall I well discovers you and sa} e 
A bend of gold and silke, ful fiessh and gay, aio 
With her m tresse, ibrowdered full welle, 

Right spaothly ke7?2ptc, and shynyng every dele 

iboute her nec a iloure of fressh devise 
W ith rubies set, that lusty were to sene , 
tnd she m gowne was, light and sommer-wise, 
ihapen full wele, the colour e was of grene, 

Vith awreat semt ahoute her sides clene, 

^ith dyvers stones, precious and iiehe* — 
bus was she raied, yit saugh I ne\ei her liche* 
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For yf that Jove hadcZe but this lady se^n, 820 
Tho Cali^to ne yet Alc??2enia, 

Thay ne\ei hadden in his armes lejne, 

Ne he hadc?e loved the faire Euro/ja, 

Ye, ne yit Dane ne Antiopa ^ 

For all here bewtie stode m Rosiall, 

She semed lich a thyng celestial! 

In bownte, favor, porte, and semlynesse 
Plesaunt of figure, myrroure of delite, 

Graciolis to sene, and rote of gentilnesse, 

With angell visage, lusty rede and white 83 ( 
There was not lak, sauf daunger had a hte 
This godely fressh in rule and go\ernaunce. 

And somdele straunge she was for her plesaunce 

And truly sone I toke my leve and v^ente, 
Whanne she hadde me enquired whate I was , 

For more and more impressen gan the dente 
Of Loves darte, while I beheld her face , 

And efte agayn I com to seken grace, 

And up I put my biUe, with sentence clere 
That folowith aftir , rede and ye shall here S4o 

* 0 ye fressh, of bewtie the rote. 

That nature hath fourmed so wele and made 
Pryncesse and Queue ^ and ye that may do bote 
Of all my langoure with youre wordes glade ’ 

Ye woundede me, ye made me wo bestad , 

Of giace redresse my moitall griefe, as ye 
Of al myne hoime the verrey causer be 

‘ Now am I caught, and unware sodenly, 

With persant stremes of jour yen so clere, 
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Subjecte to ben, and sonen jou mekely, 8 j 0 
And all jouro man, iwis, my lad}- dcre, 

Abidyng grace, of which I }ou require, 

That merciles } e cause me not to sterre , 

But guerdon me, liche as I may deserve 

^ For, by my trouth, the da} es of ray breth 
I am and wille be }oiue in wide and barte, 
Pacient and meke, for }ou to suffie dethe 
If it require , nowe rewe upon my smerte 
And this I swero, I nevei shall oute sterte 
Fiom Loves Courte, for none advcrsite, 86o 

So ye wold rewe on my disiiesse and me 

* My destine, my fate, and urc, I blisse, 

That have me set to ben obedient 
Only to you, the floure of all iwis 
I truste to Yenus ne’ver to repente, 

For ever redy, glad and d}lig6nt, 

Ye shalle me fynde in service to your grace, 

Tyll deth my life oute of my body rase 

^ Humble unto }our excellence so digne, 
Enforcyng ay my wittes and delite S70 

To serve and please with glad harte and benigne, 
And ben as Troylus, Troyes knyghte, 

Or Antony for Cleopatre bright, 

And never you me thynkes to reneye 
This shall I kepe unto myne ending daye 

' Enpnnt my speche in youre meraonall 
3adly, my pnneesse, salve of all my soie ^ 
ind think that, for I wold^ becommen thrall, 
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And ben youre owyn, as I have seid before^ 

Ye most of pite cherisshi? more and more sso 
Youre man., and tender aftii his deserte. 

And yzf him eorage for to ben expert 

‘ For where that one hath sette his harte on fire, 
And fyndeth nether refute ne plesaunce, 

Ne worde of eomfoite, deth will qmte his hire 
Allas ^ that there is none allegeaunee 
Of all here woo ’ alias, the giete grevaunce 
To love unlo\ed f But ye, my Lady dere, 

In other wise may governe this matere ’ 

‘ Truly gramercy, frende , of your gode ville, 890 
And of youre prefer in youre humble wise ^ 

But for youre service, take and kepe it stille 
And where } e say, I ought } on well cheryse, 

And of youre giefe the remedy de\ise, 

I knowe not why I nam acquej nted welle 
With ;^ou, ne wote not soothly where ye dwelle ’ 

^ In arte of love I write, and songes make, 

That may be song in honour of the Kyng 
And Queue of Lo\e, and than I undeitake, 

He that is sadde shall than full mery synge 900 
And daungerus not ben m every thing 
Beseche I you, but sene my wille and rede, 

And let your answeie put me oute of drede ’ 

^ Whate is your name reherse it here I pray, 

Of whens and where, of whate condieion 
That je ben of*? Let se, com of and say ^ 

Fayne wold I knowe your disposieion 
Ye have putte uppon your olde enteneion , 
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But whate ye meane to scr\e me I note, 

Sauf that ye saye }e love me wounder hote ’ ^*0 

^ My name ? alias, my hart, why malest ihow 
stJ awige ^ 

Philogenet I cald am fer and neie, 

Of Camhiige cleike, that never think to chaunge 
Yio you that with j^oiire hevcnly stremes cleie 
Ravissh m}ne harte and gostc and al in fere 
This IS the fiibte, I wiite my bille for grac^, 

Me thynke I se som mercy in youie face 

* And whate I mcne, by goddes that all hath 

wrought, 

My bille now maketh fynall mencion. 

That ye bone lady in m^ne inward thought 920 
Of all myne harte withouten offencion, 

That I beste love, and have sith I beganne 
To drawe to eourte Lo thanne ^ whate myght I sayo ^ 
I yeld me here unto youre nobleye. 

* And if that I offend, or wilfully 

Be pompe of harte your prccepte disobe} e, 

Or done agayn youre wille unsk^-llfuli^, 

Or graven you for ernest 01 for playc, 

Correcte ye me right sharply than I praye, 

As it IS sene unto youre womanhede, 930 

And rewe on me, or ellis I nam but dede ^ 

^ Nay, God forbede to feffe you so with grace, 

And for a worde of sugred eloquence, 

To have compassion m so litell space ^ 

Than were it tyme that som of us were hens ' 
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Ye shall not fynde in me suche insolence 
Ay f whate is this niay we not suffer sight ^ 
How may ye loke upon the candill-light, 

‘ That clere? is and hotter than myn ye 
And j'Ct ye seid the hemes perse and frete — 940 
Howe shall ye thanne the candel-light endrye 
For well wotte ye, that hath the sharper hete 
And there ye bidde me you correcte and bete, 

Yf ye offende, — nay, that may not be done 
There come but fewe that speden here so soon 

‘ Withdraws your ye, withdrawe from presens eke 
Hurte not youreself, thrugh folly, with a loke , 

^ ^ “ be sory so to make you sj^ke ^ 

X wonmn shiilde be ware eke whom she toke 
Ye beth a clarke , — go serch^nne well my boke, 

Yf any women ben so light to Wynne 951 

Nay, abide a while, tho^/i ye were alle my k}nne 

* So sone ye may not wynne myne harte, m trouth 
The guyse of courts wille sene youre stedfastnesse, 
And as ye done, to ha\e upon you rowth 
Youre owen deserte, and lowly gen tilnesse, 

That wiUe rewards you joy for hevynesse , # 

And thogh ye waxen pale, and grene and dede 
Ye most it use a while, withouten drede, 

‘ And it accept and grucchen in no wise , 96o 

But where as ye me hastily desire 
To bene to lo’ve, me thynke ye be not wise 
Cease of your language f cease I you require ’ 

For he that hath this twenty yere bene here 
TOL \y D 
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May not o5tayne , than marveile I that ye 
Be nowe so bold, of love to trete with me ’ 

^ A ^ mercy, hart, my lady and my love, 

My rightwise princesse and my lives guyde ^ 
Nowe may I playne to Venus all above, 

That rewthles ye me gife this wounde wide ^ 9*^0 

Whate have I done ? why may it not betide, 

That for my trouth I may receyved be ^ 

Allas ^ thanne youre daunger and your crueltie ’ 

* In wofull howre I gote was, welawey ^ 

In wofuU oure fostered and ifedde, 

In wofull oure iborne, that I ne may 
My supphcacion swetoly have ispeddo ^ 

The frosty grave and cold must be my beddc, 
Withoute ye list youre grace and mercy shewe, 
Beth With his axe so faste on me doth hewe sao 

‘ So grete disease and in so liteH while, 

So littel joy that felte I never yet , 

And at my wo Fortune gynnyth to smyle, 

That never arst I felte so harde a fitte 
Confounded ben my spntis and my witte, 

Tylle that my lady take me to her cure, 

Which I lo\e best of erthely creatine, 

^ But that I like, that may I not come by , 

Of that I playn, that have I habondaunce , 

Sorowe and thought, thay sit^e me wounder nye , 
Me is withholde that myght be my plesaunce 99i 
Yet turne agayn, my worldly sufiisaunce ^ 

0 lady bright ^ and sauf your feithfuU true, 
iVid ar I dye yit ones upon me rewe/ 
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With that I fell m sii^ounde and dede as stone, 
With coloure slajn and wanne as asshe?2 pale. 
And by the hande she caught me up anon, 

Aryse anon, quod she, ^ whate^ have ye dronken 
dwale^ 

Why slepen ;ye^ it is no ny^Mrtale 
^ Now mercy swete,’ quod I, iwis affraied looo 
‘ Whate thyng,’ quod she, ‘ hath made j ou so dya- 
mayed ^ 

m 

‘ Now wote I well that ^e a lover be, 

Youre hewe is witnesse in this th3rng,’ she seide 
‘ If ye were secrete, mighte knowe,’ quod she, 

^ Curteise and kynde, al this shulde be aleyde 
And now, myne harte ^ all that I have missaid, 

I shall amend and set^e } om e harte in ease ’ 

' That woi de it is,’ quod I, ^ that doth me please. 

^ But this I charge, that ye the statutes kepe. 

And breke hem not for slouth nor ignoraunce ’ loio 
With that she gan to smyle and laughen depe, 

^ Iwis,’ quod I, ^ I wiUe do youre plesaunee. 

The sixteenth statute doth me grete grevaunee 
But ye most that relesse or modifie ’ 

^ I graunte,’ quod she, ^ and so I wille truly ’ 

And softly thanne her coloure gan appeire," 

As rose so rede, throughoute her visage aUe, 
Wherefore me th^^nke it is aeeordyng here, 

That she of right be cleped Rosyall 
Thus have I wonne, with wordes grete and*snialk, 
Some godely worde of hir that I love heste, 1021 
And trust she shall yit sette myne harte in rest 
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‘ Goth on/ she seid to Ph^lobone, ‘ and take 
This man with you, and lode hym all abowte 
Withynne the courte, and she we hym, for my sake, 
Whate io'veis dwells withynne, and alls the rowte 
Of officers him shewe, for he is, oute of do^vte, 

A straunger 3^ it ’ — * Come on,’ quod Philobone, 

^ Philogenet, with me now must ye gon ’ 

And stalkyng softe with easy pase, I sawe, loso 
Aboute the kyng stonden en\iroun, 

Attendaunce, Diligence, and their felawe 
Forthcier, j^Jsperaunce, and many one, 
Dred-to-offende there stode, and not alone , 

For theie was eek the cruel adversen^s, 

The lovers foe, that cleped is Dispmre , 

Which unto me spak angiely and felle, 

And seid, my lady me dysseyve ne shalle 
‘ Trowest thowe,’ quod she, ^ that all that she did 
telle, 

Ys true^ Nay, nay, but under hony galle 1040 
Thy birth and hire they be nothing egalle 
Oaste of thyne harte, for alle her wordes white, 
For in gode faith she lovith the but a lite 

And eke remember thyne habilite 
day not compare with hir, this well thowe wote ’ 
fe, than came Hope and seid, ' My frende let be ^ 
leleve hym not Despaire he gjnneth dote ’ 

Alas ’’ quod I, ‘ here is both cold and hote 
iXiTtone me biddeth love, the toder naye, 

'hus wote I not whate me is best to saye loso 

But well wote I, my lady graiintede me, 
ruly to be my woundes remedye , 



THE COTJHT OE LOYE. 


37 


Hei gentilnesse may not infected be 
With doblenes, thus trust I till I dye ^ 

So east I \oide Despaires company^, 

And taken Hope to conn cel and to frende 
^ Ye^ kepe that wele/ quod Philobone, ^ m mynde ^ 

And there beside, withyn a bay wyndo’we, 

Stode one m grene, ful laige of brede and length, 
His herd as blak as fetheis of the crowe , lObO 
His Dume was Lust, of wounder might and 
strength , 

And with Delite to argue there he thynketh, 

For this was alle his opynjon, 

That love was synne and so he hath begonne 

To reasons faste, and legge auctonte 
* Nay/ quod Delite, ‘ love is a vertue clere, 

And from the soule his progresse holdeth he 
Blynd appityte of lust doth often stirre, 

And that is synne for reason lakketh there, 

For thowe dost thinke thi neighbours wife to wynne* 
Yit thynk it well that love may not be synne , ion 

^ For Grod, and saint, thay love right verely, 

Voide of al synne and vise this knowe I weie, 
Affecion of flessh is synne truly , 

But verray love is \ertue, as I fele, 

For verray love may thy fre^le desire akkele 
For venay love is love withouten s}nne^“"■"•"'^.^^ 

^ No we st^nte,’ quod Lust, nhow spekest not woithr 
a pynne ’ 

And there I left hem m he^e arguyng, 

Romyng farther m the castell wide, 


1080 
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And m a corner Lier stode talkyng 
Of lesinges faste, with Flatery there beside ; 

He seid that women were attire of pride, 

And men were founde of nature variaunte, 

And coude be false and shewen beawe semblaunt. 

Then Flatery bespake and seid, iwis 
‘ Se, so she goth on patens faire and fete, 

Hit doth right wele whate prety man is this 
That rometh her^ nowe truly dr^nke ne mete 
Node I not have, mine herte for joje doth bete 
Hym to behold<", so is he godely fressh im 

It someth for love his harte is tender nessh ’ 

This IS the courte of lusty folke and gladcZe, 

Ind wel becometh here abite and arraye 
) why be som so sory and so saddo, 

]omplaynyng thus in blak and white and graye ? 
^reres thay ben, and monkes, in gode faye 
Qas, for rewth ^ grete dole it is to sene, 

A se hem thus bewaile and sory bene 

»e ho we thei ciye and wryng heie handes white, 
^or thei so sone wente to religion ^ iioi 

nd eke the nonnes with vaile and wymple plight, 
Tere thought is, thei ben m confusion 
Alas,^ thay sayn, ‘ we fayna perfeccion, 

1 clothes wide, and lake oure libertie , 
ut all the synne mote on oure frendes be 

For, Yenus wote, we wold as fayne as ye, 

hat ben attired here and wel besene, 

esiien man and love in oure degree, 

srme and feithfull right as wolde the queue • mo 
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Cure frendes i,\'ikke, in tender youth and grene, 
Ayenst oiire wille made us religious , 

That IS the cause we morne and wajlen thus ’ 

Than seide the monkes and freres in the tide, 
Well may we course cure abbey es and our place, 
Our statutes sharpe to syng in copes wide, 

Ghastly to kepe us oute of loi es grace, 

And nevere to fele comforte ne solace , 

Yet suffere we the hete of loves fire, 

And albir that sotti other happly we desire 1120 

' 0 Fortune cursed, why nowe and wherefore 
Hast thowe,’ thay seid^, ^ bereft us libartie, 

Sith nature yave us instrument in store, 

And appetite to lave and lovers be^ 

Why mote we sufiere suche adversite, 

Dyane to serve, and Yenus to refuse 9 
Full often sithe thise matiers doth us muse 

^ We serve and honoure, sore ayenst oure wille, 

Of chastite the goddes and the qiiene , 

Us lefer were with Venus biden stille, uso 

And have reward for love, and soget bene 
Unto thise women courtely, fiessh, and shene 
Fortune, we curse thi whele of variaunce ^ * 

There we were wele thou revist our px ^aunce ^ 

Thus leve I hem, with voice of pleint and^care^, 

In ragyng woo crying full petiously , 

And as I yede, full naked and full bare 
Some I beholde, lok}mg dispiteously 
On poverte, that dedely caste here ye. 
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And * Welaway thei cried, and-^were not fayne, 
For they ne myght here glad desire attayne ii4i 

For lak of richesse worldel} and of goode, 

Thay banne and curse, and wepe, and seyn, ^ Allas, 
That poverte hath us hent that whilom stode 
At hartis eas, and fre and in gode case ^ 

But now we dare not shew our-self m place, 

Ne us embolde to dwelle m company^ 

There as oure haite wolde love right faithfully ^ 

And yet agaynewarde shryked every nonne, 

The pmge of lo've so strayneth hem to crye iiso 
'Nowe woo the tyme,’ quod thay, Hhat we be 
bonne ^ 

This hatefull ordre nyse will done us dye ^ 

We sigh and sobbe, and bleden inwardly, 

Fretyng oure self with thought and hard complaynt, 
Than ney for love we waxen wode and faynt ’ 

Ind as I stode beholdyng here and there, 
was ware of a sorte full languysshyng, 
ayago and wilde of lokyng and of chere, 

{ere mantaylles and here clothes aye teryng , 
nd ofte thay were of nature complaynyng, iieo 
or they here membres lakked, foie and bande, 
hth v&age wiy, and blynde, I understands 

lay lakkede shap, and beautie to preferre 
em self in love and seid that God and Kynde 
ith forged hem, to worshippen the steire, 
nus the bright, and leften ah behynde 
8 other werkes dene and oute of mynde : 
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^For other ha’ve here full shape and hewtie, 

And we/ quod thaj, ^ben m deformyte ^ 

And nye to hem there was a companye, 

That have the susteis waned and mjsseid, 

I mene the thre of fatal! destyne, 

That be our wordes and sone m a brayde, 

Oute gan thay crye as thay hadde been afrajed, 

‘ W e curse/ quod tha } , * that ever hath nature^ 
Iformed^ us this wofull life to endure ’ 

And there was Contrite, and gan him repente, 
Confessyng hole the wounde that Cithere 
Hath with the darte of hote desire hym sent, 

And howe that he to love muste subjet be im 
Thanne held he all his skornes vanyte, 

And seide that loveis lede a blisfuU life, 

Yonge men and old, and widue, maide and wife 

‘Bereve me, Goddesse,’ quod he, ^ of thy myght, 
My skornes all and skoffes, that I have 
No power for to mokken any wight, 

That in thy service dwells for I dide rave 
This knowe I welle right nowe, so God me save, 
And I shal be the ehefe post of thy feith. 

And love upholde, the rovers who-so seith ’ % ii9u 

Dissemble stode not ferre from hym in 
With party man till, party hode and hose j-" 

And seid he had upon his lady rowth, 

And thus he wounde hym in, and gan to glose 

Of his entent ful doble, I suppose 

In all the world he seid he lo\id Aer wele , 

But ay me thoughts he loved hir nere a d^le. 
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Eke SkamefastiKisse was there, as I toke liede- 
That blwsshed rede, and darst nat ben aknowe 
She lover was, for thereof hz,Me she diede , 1200 

She stode and hyng her visage downe alowe , 

But suche a sight it was to sene, I trowe, 

As for this© roses rody on here stalke 

There cowde no wight her spy to speke or talke 

In lo\es arte, so gan she to abasshe, 

Ne durste not utter al her privite 
Many a stripe and many a gnevoiise lasshe 
She ga\en to hem that wolden lovers be, 

And hindered sore the sympiU comonaltie. 

That in no wise diirste grace and mercy crave, 
For were not she, thei node but aske and ha-ve , 1211 

Where yf thay nowe approchyn for to speke, 
Thanne Shamefasinesse retiimyth hem agayn 
Thay thynke, if we oure secrete councell breke, 
Our ladys wille have scorne on us certen, 

And paraventure th^nken grete disdayne 
Thus Shamefastnesse may bryngyn in dispeire, 
When she is dede the toder will be heire 

Come forth Avaunter ^ nowe I r^ynge thy belle ^ 

I spii^ hym sone , to God I make avowe, 1220 
HeT^ede blak as fendes doth in Helk — 

‘ The^mrst,’ quod he, ‘ that ever I dtde ^^Jowe, 
Withyi>ne a worde she com, I wotte not howe 
So that m armes was my lady fre, 

And so hath ben a thousand mo than she 

* In Inglond Bretayn, Spam, and Pyeardie, 
Artoys, and Fraunce, and up in hie Holande, 
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In Burgoyne, Naples, and Italy, 

Naverne, and Giece, and up m hethen lends. 

Was never woman yit that wolds withstonds, 1200 
To ben at myne commaundement whan I wolds . 

I laklceds neither silver co} ne ne golds 

‘ And there I met with this estate and that , 

And here I bioched, her, and here, I trowe 
Lo T theie goith one of myne, and wotte je whate ^ 
Tonne f^;!?ssh attired have I leyde ful lowe , 

And suche one yonder eke right well I knows 
I kepte the statute whan we lay ifere , 

And yet y on same hath made me right goode chere ^ 

Thus hath Avaiinter bio wen every where 1240 
A 1 that he knowith, and more a thousand folds , 
His aneestrye of kynne was to Liers, 

For firste he makith prom} se for to holds 
His lady s councell, and it not unfolds , 

Wherefore, the secrete when he doth unshitte, 
That lieth he, that all the world may witte 

For falsing so his promyse and beheste, 

I woundei sore he hath suche fantasie , 

He lakketh ^ itte, I trowe, or is a beste. 

That canne no bette hymself with reason gu} 

JBe myne advice, Love shall be contrarie 1251 
To his avayle, hym eke dishonoure, 

So that in coun le shall no more sojoure* 

‘ Tak hede,’ quod v be, this litell Philobone, 

^ Where Envy e rokketh in the corner yonde, 

And sitteth dirke , and ye shalls see anon 
His lene bodie, fading face and bonds, 
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Hymself he fretteth, as I understonde, 

Witnes of Ovide methamorphososee, 

The lovers foo he is, I will not gloose, 12S0 

‘ For where a lover thinketh him promote, 

Envye will grucche, repynyng at his wele , 

It swelleth sore ahoute his hartes rote, 

That m no wise he canne-not live in hele , 

And yf the feithfull to his lady stele, 

Envyo will no.se and lyng it rounde ahonte, 

And seje much worse than done is, oute of dowte ’ 

And Pievye Thought, rejoycmg of hym-self, 

Stode not ferre thens m abite meivelous, 

^ Yonne is/ thought I, ^ som sprite or som elf, 1270 
His sotill image is so cwrious 
Howe is,^ quod I, ^ that he is shaded thus 
With yonder cloth, I note of whate colour© 

And nere I went and gan to lere and pore, 

And frayned him a question full harde 
^ What IS,' quod I, ^ the thyng thou lovest beste ^ 
Or mate is bote uilto thy paynes harde ^ 

Me tr^Jk thou liveste here in giete iinreste, 
Thow^ wandrest ay from south to est and wcste, 
And est to north, as ferie as I eanne see, i2so 
There is no place m courte may holden the. 

^ Whom folowest thowe ^ where is thy harte iset ? 
But my demaunde asoile I thee require ’ 

^ Me thoughts, ’ quod he, ' no creatui e may lette 

Me to ben here, and where as I desire 

For where as absence hath done oute the hre. 
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My mery thought it kyndelith yet agayn, 

That bodely me thinke with my sou'verajne 

^ I stand and speke, and laugh, and kisse, and halse, 
So that my thought comforteth me ful ofte 1290 
I think, God wot, though all the world be false, • 
I wille be trewe , I think also howe softe 
My lady is in speehe, and this on lofte 
Biyngeth myne hai^e in joye and grete gladnesse , 
This prev^y thought alayeth myne hevynesse 

^ And whate I thinke or where to be, no man 
In aU this erth can tell, iwis, but I 
And eke there nys no swalowe swifte, ne swan 
So wight of wyng, ne half so yerne can fiye , 

For I canne ben, and that right sodenly, 1^00 
In Heven, in Helle, in Paradise, and here. 

And with my laday, whan I wylle desire 

^ I am of councell ferre and wide, I wote. 

With lord and lady, and here priYite 
I wotte it all , and be it cold or hoote, 

Thay shall^ not speke withouten hcence of me 
I mene, m suohe as sesonable bee, 

For first the thing is thought withynne th^ayte 
Er any worde oute from the mouth astar^e ’ 

And with that worde Thought bad fare\vell and 
yeede isio 

Eke furth went I to sene the cortis guyse, 

And at the dore came m, so God me spede, 
Twenty eourteours of age and of assise 
Liche high, and broad, and, as I me ad’vise, 



46 


THE COUKT OF LOVE. 


The Golden Love, and Leden Love thay hight , 
The tone was sad, the toder glad and light. 

Yis ^ drawe yonre harte, with all your force and 
myght, 

To Instynesse and bene as ye have seid , 

And thinke that I no drope of favour bight, 

Ne never hade unto youre desire obeide, 1320 
TiUe sodenly me thoughts me was affrayed, 

To sene you waxe so dede of countenaurce, 

And Pite bade me done you som pleasaiince 

‘ Oute of her shryne she rose from dethe to li\e, 
And in myne e full pnvely she spake, 

* Doth not youre servaiinte hens away to drive, 
Rosiall,’ quod she , ‘ and than myn harte bmk, 
For tenderreiche and where I founde moche lake 
tn youre persoune, than I me self bethoughte, 

And seidfi, this is the man mjme harte hath sought * 

‘ Gramercy, Pite ^ might I hut suffice 1331 

To yeve due lawde unto thj shryne of gold, 

God wotte I wolde for sith that thou dide rise 
From deth to live for me, I am beholds 
To ikanJcen you a thousand tymes told, 

And eke my lady Rosyall the shene, 

Which hath in comforte set myne harte, 1 wene 

* And here I make mjme protestaeion, 

And depely swere, as myne power, to bene 
Feithful. devoide of variacion, 

And here forbere in anger or in tene, 

And serviceable to my woildes quene, 


1340 
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With all my leason and intelligence. 

To done her honoiire high and reverence ’ 

I hadde not spoke so sone the word, but she, 

My souvera^ne, djde thanke me hartily. 

And seid, ^ Abide, ye shal d’welie stille with me* 
Tylle season come of Maj, for than tiul^, 

The Kyng of Lo’^ e and all his compan;y 

Shalle hold his feste full rjail^ and welle/ 1350 

And th(^e I bode till that the sesone feile 


On May day, when the larke began to rjse, 

To matens wente the lusty nightingale 
With}m a temple shapen hawlhorne-T^ise , 

He m}ght (3 not slepe in al the n}ghten:ale, 

But ^ Domine labia ^ gan he cr;ye and gale,’ 

^ My lippes open, Lord of Lo\e, I erye, 

And let my mouth thi preysing now bewi}'^ ’ 

The egle sang ^ Vemte bodies alle. 

And let us jo}e to love that is cure helth ^ iseo 
And to the deske anon thay gan to falle, 

And who came late he preoed in by stelth 
Than seide the faweon, oure owen hartis welth, 

^ Domine Dominus noster I wot, 

Ye be the God that done us brenne thus hote * 

‘ Cosh enarant’ seide the popyngay, 

‘ Youre mj^ght is told in Heaven and firmament ^ 
And than came inne the goldfyneh fresh and gay, 
And seid this psalm with hartily glad intent, 

‘ Dormm est terra/ this iaten intent, 1370 
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The God of Love hath erth m governaunce 
And then the wren gan skippen and to daunce 

^ Juhe Bomne 0 Lorde of Love, I praye 
Commande me wel this lesson for to rede , 

This legend is alk that wolden deye 
Marters for love , God yif here sowles spede ^ 

And to the Yenus s^n^e we, oute of drede, 

By induence of ail thy \ertue greate, 

Besechyng the to kepe ns m onre hete ' 

The seconds lesson robyn redebreste sang, isso 
^ Hajle to the God and Goddesse of oure lay 
AndJ^ the lectorn amory^ly he sprong — 

‘ eke,’ quod he, ^ 0 fiesshe season of May, 
Our^mpneth glad that syngen on the spray ’ 
Haile to the floures, red, and whito, and blewe, 
Which by here vertue maketh onre lustes newe f ’ 

The thndde lesson the turtiU-dove toke up, 

And therat longh the mavis in a scorn 
He seid, ‘ 0 God, as mut I dyene or suope, 

This folissh dove willo gife ns al an home ^ ia9o 
Thcie ben right here a thousand better borne, 

To rede this lesson, which as welle as he, 

And eke as hote^ can love in all degree 

The turtylle dove seide, ^ Welcom, welcom May, 
Gladsom and light to lovers that ben trewe ^ 

I thanke the Lord of Love that doth purveys 
For me to rede this lesson al of dewe , 

For in gode south of corage I ^wcsue 
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To serve my make till deth us moste departe ’ 
And than ^ Tu autem ’ sang he ail apaite i 40 o 

* Te deum amons’ sang the thiiistell-cok 
Tuhall hymself, the firste musician, 

With key of armonj. coude not unloke 
So swete te^’vne as that the thrustill can 
" The Lord of Lo\e we praysen/ quod he than, 
And so done alle the foules giete and lite, 

^ Honoure we May, in fals<3 loveis dispite ’ 

^ Domviiis ? seide the pecok theie, 

‘ The Lord of Lo\e that mighty prynce, iwis. 

He hath receyved here and ever}, where i 4 io 
Nowe Juhlate syng ’ — ‘ Whate meneth this^’ 
Beid than the l 3 ^nnette, ^ weleom, Lord of blisse 
Oute sterte the owl with ‘ Benedicite/ 

‘ Whate meneth ail this mery fare ^ ’ quod he 

Laudate/ sang the laike with voice ful shrilL , 
And eke the kite ^ 0 admirable , 

This quere wil thro we myne eris pers and thiille. 
But whate weicom this May season/ quod he , 

^ And honoure to the Lord of Love mot be. 

That hath this feeste so solempne and so high * 

^ Amen seid alle, and so seid eke the pje 

And forth the cokkowe gan precede anon, 

With ^ Benedictus ’ thankyng God in hast, 

'^hat m this May wold Msite hem echon, 

"Md gladden he^n all while the feste shall leste 
And therewithal a loughter oute he braste, 

^ I thanke it God that I shuld ende the song, 

And all the service which hath ben so long ’ 

VOL lY. E 
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Thus sange thay all tho sei\ice of the fcste, 

And that was done light trly, to mj dome , u^o 
Andfiirthgoith all the courtc bothe moste and leste, 
Tofeche the flourGsfrossli;,and brauncheand blorne. 
And namly hawthorn bi ought both page and grome> 
With fresshe garlantis partie blewe and white, 

And hem rejoysm in heie grete delite 

Eke oche at other thicwe the fioiues bnghte, 

The piymerose, the \iolet, and tho gold^ , 

So than, as I beheld the nail sighte, 

My lady gan mo sodcnl} behold<’, 

And with a trewo love, plitcd many-foldc, me 
She smote me thrugh the veiy haite as blue, 

And Yenus yet I thanke I am alive 

EXPLICIT. 
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THE PAELEMENT OF BRIDDES, OR THE 

, ASSEMBLY OF FOULES 

HE so short, tho crafte so longe to 
leine, 

Thassay so harde, so sharpe the con- 
quer} nge, 

The slyder joy, that alwey slyd so yeine , 

A1 this meeno I be lo\e, that my fel}nge 
Aston} eth soo with a diedeful worch}ng 
So score ywjs, that whan I on hym thynke, 

Nat wote I wel wher that I wake or wynke. 

For al he that I knowe not Love in dede, 

Ne wote how that he qu}teth folke her hire, 

Yet hapeth me in bookes ofte to lede lo 

Of hys miracles, and of hys eruelle }re , 

There rede I el, he wol be lorde and sire 
Bar I not seyn hys strokes ben so sore , 

But God save suche a lorde ’ I Lan no more 

Of usage olde, what for luste, what for lore, 

On bookes rede I ofte, as I yow tolde 
But why that I speke al this ^ Not yore 
Agon, hit happed me foi to beholde 
Upon a booke was write w}th lettres olde. 
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And therupon, a certe} no thing to lerne, Sfd 
The longe day ful fast I rad and yerne 

Foi out of olde feldys, as men seyth, 

Cometh al this newe come fro yere to yere , 

And oiite of olde bokes, m good feythe, 

Cometh al thys newe science that men lere. 

But now to purpose, of my firste matere — 

To rede forth hit gan me so delyte. 

That al the day me thought hit but a lyt§ 

This booke, of which I now make mension, 
Entitled was al there, I shal yow telle — 3o 
^ Tullius, of the drcme of the /Scipion ’ 

Chapities hyt had seven, of Hevene and Helle, 
And erthe, and of soules that theryn?ie duelle. 

Of which, as shortly, as I kan it tiete 
Of his sentence I wol yow telle the grete 

First telloth hyt, whan Scipion was come 
Into Aufiyke, how he mette Massynysso, 

That hym for joy in armes hath j^nome 
Than telloth he hir speche and al the blysse, 

That was betwixt hem til the day gan mysse , 4C 
And how his aimcestro, Aufrikan so dcie, 

Gannon his slepe that nyght to hym appere 

Than tolde he hym, that, fro a sterry place, 

How Aufrikan hath hym Cartage yshewed, 

And warned hym before of al hys grace, 

And seyde hym, what man, lered or lewode. 

That loveth eomune profyt, wel ythewede, 

He shal unto a blysful place wende, 

There the joy is that lasteth without ende 
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Than asked he, yf the folke that here be dede 50 
Have lyfe, and dwellynge in another place ^ 

And Aufrikan seyde, Ye, withoute drede 
And that onre present woildes l}ves space, 

Meneth but a maner dethe, what wey we trace , 
And rjghtfull folke shnl goo whan that they die 
To He\ene , and shewed hym the Galoxye 

Than shewede he hym the lytele erthe that here is, 
At regarde of Hevenes quant} te, 

And aftir shewed hym the n} ne speris , 

And aftir that the melodye held he, 60 

That cometh of thilke speres thiies thre. 

That welleys of musyke hen and melodye 
In this worlde here, and cause of aimonye 

Than bad he hym, seethe Erthe was lieie so lite, 
And fuILe of turment, and of harde giace, 

That he ne shuld hym in the world delyte 
Than tolde he hym, m certeyne yeies space. 

That every sterre shulde come into his place. 
There hit was first, and al shal out of m}nde. 
That in this worlde was doon of al mankynde 70 

Than prayed he Bcipion teHe hym Bile 
The wey to come unto that He\ene blysse 
And he seyde ^ Knowe thy selfe firste ^w^mortalle, 
And loke ay besely thou werke and w}sse 
To comune piofyte, and thou shalt never m}sse 
To come swiftely unto that place dere, 

That fnl of blysse ys, and of soules clere 

^ But brokers of the lawe, soth for to seyne, 

And lecherous folke, after that they be dede. 
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Shul alwey whirle aboute thertbe in peyne, so 
Til many a woilde be passed, out of drede , 

And than foryeven hem al hir wikked dede, 

Than shul they come unto that blysful place, 

To which to come God sende eeh lover grace ’ 

The day gan fallen, and thfe derke nyght, 

That reveth bestes from her besjnesse, 

Berefte me my boke for lake of lyght, 

And to my bed I gan me for to dresse, 

Fulfilled of thought and besy hevjmesse , 

For bothe I had(:?6 thinge which that I nolde, oo 
And eke I ne hadc^c thyng that I wolde 

But fynally my spiryte at the laste 
For-wery of my labour al the day, 

Tooke rest, that made me to slepe faste , 

And in my slepe I mette, as that I lay, 

How Aufiikan, ryght in that selfe aray 
That Scipion hym sawe before that t 3 rde, 

Was comen, and stoode ryght at my beddj s side 

The wei y hunter slepynge m hys bed, 

To woode ajeine hys mynde gooth anoon , loo 
The jnge dremeth how h^s plees ben sped. 

The cartar dremeth how his cartes goone , 

The ryche of golde, the knyght fyght with his fone , 
The seke meteth he drynketh of the tonne , 

The lover meteth he hath hys lady wonne 

Can not I seyne yf that the cause were, 

For I redde had of Aufnkan beforne, 

That made me to mete that he stood there , 
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But thus seyd he ' Thou hast the so wel horn© 

In lokynge of myn olde booke al to-tornej no 
Of which Macrobye roght noght a lyte, 

That somedel of thy labour wolde I the qujte ^ 

Cytaerea, thou hi} sful lauy swete ’ 

That with thy firy bronde dauntest whom the lest, 
And madest me thys swez?ene for to mete, 

Be thou my helpe m this, for thou maist best ^ 

As wisly^as I sawe the northe northe west, 

When I beganne my swevene for to wiite, 

So yeve me myght to ryme and to end^te 

This forseyde Aufrikan me hent anoone, 120 
And forthwith hym unto a gate me hroghU 
Ryght of a parke, walled with grene stoone , 

And over the gate, with leties large jwioght, 
Theie weie \erses wiiten, as me thoghte, 

On eyther halfe, of ful grete difference, 

Of whiehe I shal yow seye the pleyn sentence — 

^ Thorgh me men goon into that blysful place, 

Of hertes hele and dedely woundes cure , 

Thorgh me men goon unto the welle of grace, 
There grene and lusty May shal ever endure , iso 
This IS the wey to al good aventure , 

Be glad, thou reder, and thy sorwe of caste , 

Al open am I, passe in and h} e the faste ’ 

^Thorgh me men goon,’thanne spake that othei side, 
‘ Unto the mortal© strokes of the spere, 

Of which disdayne and daunger is the gyde, 
There tree shal ne\er frute ne leves here ; 

This stieme yow ledeth unto the sorwfui were, 



00 


THE ASSEMBLY OF FOULES. 


There as the fyssh m prisoun is al drye , 
Thesc/iewing ys only the remedy e ’ 140 

These verses of golde and blake ywryten were^ 

Of which I gan astounsde to beholde , 

For With that oon encresed ay my fere, 

And wnth that other gan myn hert to bolde , 

That oon me hette, that other dade me colde , 

No wytte had I, for eiionr, foi to ehese, 

To entre or flee, or me to save or lese 

Ryght as betwix adamauntes twoo 
Of evene ^^^yght, a pece of iren ysette 
Ne hath no myght to me\e to noi fro , 150 

For what that one may hale that other lette 
So fsrde I, that I ne wiste wher that me was bett© 
To entre or leve, til Aufnkan, my gyde, 

Me hente and shoofe in at the gates wyde 

And seyde, ^ Hyt stondeth writen m thy face, 
Thyn erronr, though thou telZ^ hyt not me , 

But drede the not to come into this place , 

For this writynge ys nothing ment be the, 

Ne be noon but he Loves servant be , 

For thou of love hast lost thy taste, y gosse, 160 
As seke man hath of swete and bitteinesse 

' But natheles, although that thou be dulle. 

That thou canst not do, yet thou maist hyt se , 
For many a man that may not stonde a pulle, 

Yet lyketh hym at the wrastelynge to be. 

And demeth yit, whethn he do bet, or he ; 

And, yf thou haddest kunnynge for to endite, 

I shal the shewen mater of to wryte ’ 
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And with that my honde in hys he toke anoon, 

Of which I comfort kaiight, and went m faste no 
But Lorde * so I was glad and wel begoon ^ 

For over al, where I m}n eyen caste, 

Weren trees claad with lev^s that ay shal laste, 
Eehe in his k} nde, with eoloure fressh and grene 
As emerawde, that joy was for to sene 

The hylder oke, and eke the hardy asshe, 

The peler^elme, the cofre unto care}ne, 

The box pipe tree, holme to whippes lasshe. 

The sayl}nge fine, the cipresse deth to pleyne, 
The sheter ewe, the aspe for shaftes pleyne, iso 
The oiy\e of pes, and eke the drunken vjme. 

The victor palme, the laurere, to, devyne 

A gardyn sawh I ful of blossomed bowis. 

Upon a i}ver, in a grene mede. 

There as swetnes ermor ynowh is. 

With flour es white, blew, yelow, and rede, 

And eolde welle stremes, nothinge dede, 

And swymmynge ful of smale fisshes lyghte, 

With fynnes rede, and scales sylver bryghte 

On every boYgh the briddes berde I synge, 190 
With voys of aungel in her armony. 

That besyed hem her briddes foithe to brynge, 
The lytel conyes to her pley gunnen h^e , 

And hirther aboute/i I gan espye. 

The diedful roo, the buk, the hert, and hynde, 
Squerels, and bestis smale, of gentii kynde. 

On instrumentes of str^nges in acorde 
Herde I so pley a ravysshmge swetnesse, 
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That God, that maker ys of al and Lorde, 

Ne herde never bettir, as I gesse 200 

Therewith a wynde, unnethe hyt myghte lesse, 
Made m the leves grene a noyse softe, 

Accordant to the foulys songe on lofte 

The aire of that place so attempre was, 

That never was grevance therof hoot ne colde 
Ther growen eke every hol&ome spice and gras, 
Ne no man may there wexe seke ne olde 
Yet was there more joy a thousande folde 
Than man kan telle, never wolde hyt nyght, 

But ay clere day, to any mannys syght 210 

Under a tree, besyde a welle, I say 
Ciipide our lorde hys arwes forge and fyle , 

And at hys fete hys bo we alredy lay, 

And wrlle hys doghtre tempred, al the while, 

The heddes in the welle , and with harde file 
She couched hem after, as they shuMe serve 
Somme to slee, and somme to woimde and kerve 

Thoo was I war of Pleasaunee anon ryght, 

And of Array, and Lust, and Cuitesye, 

And of the Crafte, that kan and hath the myght 22( 
To doo be foice a wyght to do folye 
Dysfigured was she, I shal not lye 
And by hym selfe, under an oke I gesse, 

Sawgh I Delyte, that stoode with Gentilesse* 

Than sawgh I Beaute, with a nice atire, 

And Yowthe, ful of game and jolyte, 
Fool-hardynesse, Flatery, and Desire, 

Messagery, Mede, and other thre , 
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Her names shiil noght here be tolde for me 
And upon pelers grete, of jasper longe, 2S0 

I sawgh a temple of glas ^founded stronge 

About tbe temple ther daunced alway 
Womnien ynow, of whiche somme there mre 
Faire of hemself, and somme of hem loere gay , 

In kiitels al disshe^ele went^ they there , 

That was hir office alwoj, fro yere to yere 
And on the temple saugh I, white and fame, 

Of dowves white many a hundred pane, 

Befoie the temple dore, ful soberly, 

Dame Pes sate, a curtyne m hir hande, 248 
And hir beside, wonder discretly, 

Dame Pacience sittynge thei I fonde. 

With face pale, iipo?i an hille of sonde , 

And alder next, within and eke withoute, 

Behest and Arte, and of her folke a rowte 

Withynn^ the temple of syghes, hoote as fire, 

I herde a swogh, that gan aboute lenne; 

Whiche syghes were engendred with desire, 

That maden every auter for to bienne 
Of newe flawme , and wel aspyed I thenne, 258 
That al the cause of sorwes that they drye 
Come of the bitter goddysse Jalousye. 

The god Priapiis sawgh I as I wente 
Withyn?ie the temple, in so’^era^ne place, stonde 
In suehe array, as whanne the asse hym shente 
With crie by nyght, and with his ceptre in honde • 
Ful besely men gunne assay and fonde, 

Upon his hede to sette, of sondry hewe, 

Oarlondes ful/e of fresshe floures newe. 
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And m a prevy corner, in disporte 260 

Fond I Venus and hir porter Ryeliesse, 

That was ful noble and hawteyn of hir poite , 
Derke was that place, but, afterward, 13'ghtnesse 
1 saugh a lyte, unnethe hyt myght^ be lesse , 

And on a bed of golde she lay to reste, 

Til that the hoote Sonne gan to weste 

Hir gilte heeres with a golde threde 
Ybounden were, untressed as she lay , 

And naked fro the brest unto the hede 

Men myght hir see , and, sothely for to say^, £'^0 

The remenant kovered wel, to my paye, 

Byght with a subtil keveichefe of Valence, 

There was no thikker clothe of defence 

The place yafe a thousande savours swoote, 

And Bacus, god of wyne, sate hir beside , 

And Ceres next, that dooth of hunger boote , 

And, as I seide, amyddes lay Cwpide, 

To whom on knees the yonge folkes criede 
To ben hir helpe , but thus I lete hir lye, 

And ferther in the temple I gan espye, 280 

That, in djspite of Diane the chaste, 

Fuf many a bowe ybroke henge on the wallo, 

Of maydens, suche as gonne hyr times waste 
In hir servise and peynted over alle, 

Of many a storye, of which I touche shalle 
A fewe, as of Calixte, and Athalante, 

And many a mayde, of which the name I wante. 

Semyramus, Candace, and Ercules, 

Biblys, Dido, Tesbe, and Piramujs, 



THE ASSEMBLY OE EOULES 


61 


Tristram, Isoude, Pans, and Achilles, 290 

Eleyne, Cleopatre, and Troylus, 

SiUa, and eke the moder of Romulus — 

Alle these were peynted on that other s}de. 

And al hei love, and in what plite they dide 

Whan I was comen ayen into that place 
That I of spake, that was so swoote and grene, 
Foith welLe I thoo my selven to solace 
Tho was I war, where ther sate a quene, 

That, as of lyght the somer sonne shene 
Passeth the sterres, rjght so over mesuie, soo 
She fairer was than any cieature. 

And m a launde, upon an hille of fioures, 

Was sette this noble goddesse Nature , 

Of braunches were hir halles and hir boures 
Ywrought, aftir hir crafte and hir mesure , 

Ne thei nas foule that cometh of engendrure, 
That there ne were prest, in hir presence, 

To take hir dome, and 3- eve hir audience. 

For this was on seynt Yalentynes day, 

Whan every foule cometh there to chese his make, sio 
0/ every kynde that menne thynke may , 

And that so huge a noyse gsnne they make, 

That erthe, and see, and tree, and every lake, 

80 M was, that unnethe was ther space 
For me to stonde, so M was al the place 

And ryght as Alayne, in the Pleynt of Kynde, 
De\7seth Nature of suche array and face , 

In suche array men myght hir there ^fynde 
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This noble emperesse, fiil of alle g? ace, 

Bad every foule to take her oune place, 320 

As they were wont alwey, fio yere to yere, 

Seynt Yalentynes day to stonden there 

That ys to seya, the fowles of ravyne 
"Were hyest >sette , and than the foules smale, 
That eten, as that nature wolde enclyne, 

As wome or thynge, of whxche I telZa no tale , 
But watir foule sate lowest in the dale, 

And foule, that lyveth by seede, sate on the grene, 
And that so fele, that wonder was to sene 

There myghte men the loyal egle fynde, s^o 
That with his sharpe looke perceth the Sonne , 
And other egles of a lower kynde, 

Of which that clerkes wel devysen konne , 

There was the tiraunt with his fethres donne 
And grey, I mene the goshauke that doth pjnie 
To briddes, for his outrageous ravyne 

The gentil faucoune, that with his fete distreyneth 
The kynges honde , the hardy sperhauke eke, 

The quayles foo , the merlyon that peyneth 
Hymself ful offce the larke for to seke , 340 

There was the dowve, with hir eyen meke , 

The jalouse swanne, ayens hys deth that syngeth , 
The owle eke, that of dethe the bode bryngeth 

The crane, the geaunte, with his trompes soune 
The thefe the choghe, and eke the janglynge pye , 
The scornyng jay, the eles foo the herounne , 

The false lapwynge, M of trecherye , 
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The stare, that the counseylle kan bewrye , 

The tame ruddok, and the eowarde kyte , 

The eok, that orlogge js of thropes l;yte SoO 

The sparow, Yenus’ sone, and the nyghtyngale 
That clepeth forth the fresshe leves , 

The swalow, mordrer of the bees smale, 

That make?^ hony of flouies fiessh of hewe, 

The wedded turtel, with hjs herte trewe , 

The pecok, with his anngels fethers bijghte , 

The fesaimt, scorner of the cok be njghte 

The "waker goes, the ciiklcow ever unkynde, 

The pap^?^Jay, ful of delycacye. 

The drake, stroyer of h}s owne kynde , seo 

The storke, wreker of avowtrie , 

Tho hoote cormerannte, ful of glotonye , 

The ra\enes and the crowes, with her \oys of care , 
The throstel olde, and th*e frosty feldefare 

What shiilde I seyn Of fonles ever} kynde, 
That m this worlde han fetheres and stature, 

Men myghte in that place assembled fynde, 

Before that noble goddesse of Nature , 

And eehe of hem did hj^s besy cure 
Ben^ngly/or to chese, or for to take, sic 

By hir accoide, hys formel or hys make 

But to the po^te — ^Nature helde on hir honde 
A formel egle, of shappe the gentileste 
That eter she amonge hir werkes fonde, 

The moste benigne, and eJee the goodlyeste 
In hir was every vertn at his rest, 
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So ferforthe that Nature hir selfc hxdAde bl} sse, 

To looke on hir and ofte hir boke to kysse 

Nature, the vyker of thalmyghty Lorde, 

That hoot, colde, hevy, lyght, moiste, and drj^e, sso 
HajJA knyt, by evene noumbre of aecorde, 

In esy \ois, began to speke and seye, 

^ Foules take hede of my sentence I preye , 

And for youre ease, in furtherynge of youre nede, 
As faste as I may speke I wol me spede 

‘ Ye knowe wel how on Seynt Yalontynes day, 

Be my statute, and thorgh my go\einaunee, 

Ye come for to chese and flee } our way 
With youre makes, as I prik yow with plesaunce , 
But natheles, my ryghtful go\ernaimee, m 

May I not leWe, for al this worlde to Wynne, 

That he that moste ys worthy shal begynne 

^The tercel egel, as that'je knowen wele 
The foule royal, aboven yow in degree, 

The wyse and worthy, secre, trewe as stele, 

The whiche I have formed, as ye may se, 

In every parte, as hit best lyketh mee, — 

Hyt nedeth noght his shappe yow to devyse, — 

He shal first chese, and speken in his gyse 

^ And after hym, by order shul ye chese, 400 
Aftir youre kynde, everyche as yow lyketh , 

And as youre happe ys, shul ye wyAne or lesse , 
But which of yow that lo\e moste entriketh, 

God sende hym hyr, that sorest for hym sjketh ^ — 
And therewythalle the tercel gan she calle, 

And seyde, ‘My sone, the chojs is to the falle 
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^ But natheles, in thys condicioun 
Mote be the chojs of everych that ys here, 

That she agree to hys eleccioun, 

Who~so he be, that shuide ben hir fere , 

This IS oure usage alwe^?^, fro }ere to jeie , 

And who-so may at this tyme ha\e h}s grace, 

In blisful tyme he come into this place ’ 

With hed enclyned and with ful humble ehere. 
This real tei eel spake, and taned noght ^ 

^ Unto my so'vei eyne lady, and noght my fere, 

I cheseand chesse, with wiile,andhert, and thought, 
The formel on joure honde, so wel } wrought, 
Whos I am alle, and evei ol hir serve, 

Doo what hir lyste, to doo me Ijve or steive 420 

^ ‘ Besech^nge hir of mercy and of grace, 

As she that m;y lady soveiejne, 

Or let me dye here present m thys place. 

For eertes longe may I not lyve in peyne, 

Foi in myn herte ys kor\en every veyne, 

Havynge reward© oonly to my trouthe, 

My dere heite, ha\e on my woo somme routhe 

‘ And yf I be found© to hir untrewe, 

Disobeysaunt, or wilful negligent, 

Avauntour, or in process© love a newe, 430 

I pray to yow thys be my jugement, 

That with these foules Y be al to-rent, 

That ylke day that e\er she me fynde 
To hir untrewe, or in my gylte unkynde 

‘And syn that noon loveth hir so wel as I, 

Altliogh she never of love me behette 

"fOL IT F 
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Than oght she be myn thorugh hir mercy, 

For other bonde kan I noon on hir knelt e 
For never for no woo, ne shal I lette 
To serven hir, how feire so that she wende 440 
Sey what yow lyste, my tale ys at an ende ’ 

Eyght as the fresshe rede rose newe 
Ayene the somer sonne coloured ys , 

Eyght so, for shame, al wexen gan the hewe 
Of thys formel, whan she herde al thys , 

Neither she answeide wel, ne seyde am}s. 

So sore abasshed was she , til that Nature 
Seydo ^ Doghter drede yow noght, I yow assui e ’ 

Anothei tercel egle spake anoon 

Of lower kyndo, and seyde that shuldo not be — 

‘ I love hu bet than ye do, by seynt Johan * 

Or atte lest I love hyr as wel as ye. 

And longer ha\e served hir in my degre, 

And yf she shulde have loved for long lov}ng, 

To me allone had(ie ben the guerdonynge 

^ I dar eke seye, yf she me fynde fals*, 

Unkynde j angler, or rebel in any wyse, 

Or jaiouse, do mo hongen by the hals , 

And but I here me in hir servise 

As wol as my wyttc kan me suffise, 46o 

Fio poynt to poynt hir honour for to save, 

Take she my lyfe and al the good I have ’ 

The thiidde tercel egle answeide thoo, 

^ Now siis, ye seen the lytel leyser here , 

For every foiile cryeth out to ben agoo 
Forth with hys make, or with hys lady dere 
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And eke Nairn e kir selfe ne wol noght here. 

For fcarymge here, noght half that I woide sey^. 
And but I Speke, I mote for sorwe deje 

^ Of longe seivise avaunte I me nothmge, iTO 
But as possible ys me to dye to da}’^ 

For woo, as he that hath ben langwyssh;^nge 
Thise twenty W5mter, and 'vvel happen may, 

A man may seryen bette, and moie to pa}e 
In halfe a }ear, although h}t ^eie no moie 
Than somme man dooth that hath served yoie 

^ I ne say not th}s by me, for I ne kan 
Do no servise that may my lady plese , 

But I dar say I am hir trewest man, 

As to my dome, and faynest wolde hir plese 4 b 
At shorte wordes, til that deth me sese, 

I wol ben hirse, whethir I wake or wynke, 

And trew in al that heite may beth5nke ’ 

Of al my lyfe, syn that day I ’^as borne, 

So gentil plee m love oi other thmge, 

Ne herde never no man me befome, 

Who-50 that hadc?e leysei and kunnjnge ^ 

For to rehersen hir chere and her spekynge 
And from the morwe gan this speche laste, 

Til dounward wente the sonne wonder faste 

The no}se of foules for to ben delyveied 
So lowde longe, ‘ Ha’ve doon and let us wende/ 
That wel w^ende I the wmode had al to-&h}\ered 
‘ Come of they cride, ^ alias, y e wolle us shende * 
Whan shal youre cursed pledjmg ha’^ e an ende ^ 
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How sMde a juge eyther party leve, 

For yee or nay, withouten any prove 

The goos, the duk, and the cukkowe also, 

So cnden, ‘ Kek, kek, Knkkow, Quek quek hye,’ 
That thorgh myn eres the noyse wente the 50o 
The goos seyde tho ^ A1 thys nys worthe a flye ^ 
But I kan shape herof a lemedye. 

And wol seye my veyrdit, faire and swj the, 

For watir foule, whoso be wrothe or blythe ’ 

^ And I for worme foule,’ seyde the foole cukkowe , 

^ For I wol, of myn oune auctoritd. 

For eomune spede, take on me the charge nowe , 
For to delyveien us, is grete charite ’ 

‘ Ye may abyde a while yet parde,’ 

Quod the turtel , ^ yf hyt be youre wille sio 
A wyght may speke, hym were as good be stille 

^ I am a sede foule, oon the unworthieste, 

That wot I wel, and lytel of kunnynge , 

But better ys that a wightys tonge reste, 

Than entremete hym of suche doynge 
Of which he neyther rede kan nor synge, 

And whO'So hyt dothe, ful foule hymself acloyeth, 
For office uncommytted ofte anoyeth,’ 

Nature, which that alway had an ere 
To murmour of the lewdenesse behynde, 5*^^ 
Withfacoundvoys seyde, 'Holde your tongesthere, 
And I shal soone, I hope, a counseylle fynde, 

Yow for to delyveren, and from this noyse unbynde 
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I jugge of every foche ye shal one calle. 

To seyne the \eirdit of yo\Y foulcs alie ’ 

Assented were to thys coneliis} oun 
The bnddes alle and the fouleb of ra\}ne 
Han chosen iiibt, by plejne eleccioun, 

The teicelet of the faiicoim to d^ff^ne 

A1 her sentence, and as hjm l}st to teim 5 ne, o.o 

And to Nature hym gonnen to presente, 

And she accepteth hym with glad entente 

The tercelet seyde thanne in this manere — 

^ Ful harde weie hyt to pre^en h}t by lesoun. 
Who loveth best this gen til form el here , 

For everyoh hath suehe replicacioun. 

That by skylles may non be broght adonn , 

I kannot seen that aigument;ys a\aylie. 

Than semeth hit thei moste be bata^Ue ’ 

‘A1 ledy quod these egles teicels thoo sio 
‘Nay, sirs,’ quod he, ‘yf that I dorst h}t seyc. 

Ye doon me wrong, my tale }S not }doo 
For sirs, taketh noght a-grefe, I piaj^, 

Hyt may nought be as ye wolde, in thys tvey^ 
Cures ys the \oys that han the charge in honde, 
And to the juges doome ye moten stonde 

‘ And therfore Pes ^ I seye As to my wutte, 

Me wolde think, how that the worthieste 
Of knyghthode, and longest had used hitte, 

Moste of estaate, of blode thegentyleste. 

Were syttynge for hir, yf that hir leste , 


550 
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And of these three she woote hir-selfe, I tiowe^ 

\\ hich that he be, for h} t is lyght to knowe ’ 

The watir foules han her hedes leyde 
Togedir, and of shorte avysement, 

Whan everych had hys large goler seyde, 

They seyden sotholy al by on assent. 

How that the goes, with hir faiieond gent, 

That soo desiieth to pronounce cure nede, 5^9 
Shal telle oure tale, and preyde to God hir spede 

And for these watir foules tho began 
The goos to speke, and in hir cakclyngc 
She seyde, ‘ Pcs now, take kepe e'very man, 

And herkeneth which a resoun I shal forth bringe ^ 
My wytte ys sharpe, I love no tarymge ^ 

I sey Y rede hym, though he were my biothei, 
But she wol love hym, lat hym love another ’ 

‘ Loo ^ here a parfyte resoun of a goos 
Quod the sperhauke ‘ Never mote she thee ^ 
Loo, suehe a thing hyt ys to have a tonge loos ^ 570 
Now parde, foolo, yet were hit bet for the 
Have holde thy pes, than shewede thy n^ccte, 
Hyt lyth not in hys wytte, nor in h} s wilie , 

But sooth ys seyde, a foole kan noght be stille ’ 

The laughtre aroose of gentil foules alle. 

And ryght anoone the sede foules chosen hadde 
The turtel trewe, and ganne hir to hem ealle , 
And prayden hir to seye the sothe sadde 
Of thjs matere, and asked what she radde 
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And she ansuerde, that pleynly hyr entente obi 
She wolde she we, and sothely what she niento, 

‘ Nay, God forhede a lo\er shulde chaunge 
The turtel seyde, and we\e for shame al lede 
^ Thoogh that hys lady evermoie be stiaunge, 

Yet let hym serve hir ever, tjl he be dede 
Forsoth, I pre}se noght the gooses rede , 

Foi thoygh she deyed, I wolde noon othei make , 
I wol ben hirs til that the deth me take ’ 

^ Wei bourded/ quod the duk, ^ by my hatte ^ 

That men shiilden alwey loven eauseles, m 
Who kan a resoun fynde, or wyiite m thaf^^ 
Daimceth he murye that ys murtheles*^ 

Who shulde rechche of that ys lechchelcs^ 

Ye ' quek yet,^ quod the duk, ‘ ful wei and fane ’ 
There ben moo sterres, God woot, than a paire ' 

^ Now fye cherle quod the gentil tercelet, — 

^ Out of the dunghille come that word ful ly ght , 
Thou kanst noght see which thing is wel beset , 
Thou farest be love as owles doon by lyght, — 599 
The day hem blent, ful wel they see by nygiit. 
Thy kynde ys of so lowe a wrechednesse. 

That what love is thou kanst neyther see ne gesse ^ 

Thoo gan the eukkow put hym forth in pres 
For foule that eteth worme, and seyde bhwe — 
*•80 I,^ quod he, '' may ha\e my make m pes, 

I ne reche not how longe that ye strive. 

Lat eeh of hem be soleyne al her lyve, 
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This }S my rede, sync they may not aeorde, 

This shortc lessoun nedeth noght lecorde ’ 

' Yee, ha\ e the glotoim hide } nogh hys paimche 6 io 

Thanne are we wel sej'de the emerlyoiin 

^Thou mordreie of the haj-sogge on the braiinche 
That broghte the forth ^ thou rewful glotoiin ^ 
Lyve thou soleyn, wormes corrupcioun ’ 

For no fois ys of lake of thy nature , 

Goo, lewde be thou while the woilde may dure 

' Now pes,’ quod Nature, a commaunde here, 

For I have horde al youre opjnjoun. 

And m effeete yet be we ne’ter the nere. 

But fynally, this ys my conclusyoim, — 620 

That she hir selfe shal have hir elcccioun 
Of whom hir lyste, who-so be wrooth or blythe , 
Hym that she cheest, he shal han hir as swithe 


* For syth hyt may not here discussed be 
Who loveth hir best, as seyde the tcicclct, 

Than wol I doon th}s favoui to Im, that she 
Shal ha\e ryght hym on whom hir hert is settc, 
And lie hir, that hys hert hath on her knetto * 
This juge I, Nature, for I may not lye 
To noon estaat, I have noon other eye ea 


as for eounsejlle for to chese a make, 
resoun, than wolde Y 
1 yow the royal tercel take, 
^ounseylxa tereelet, ful skilfully, 

As seyde entilest, ani moste worthy. 

As for the 
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Whiche I have wroght so wel to my plesaimce. 
That to ;yow hyt ought to ben a suffisaunce 

'Wicli diedeful vois the form el hir answerde 
‘ My ryghtful lady, goddesse of Nature, 

Sooth ys, that I am ever under youre yerde, 640 
As ys everyeh other creature. 

And moste be youies while my lyf may dure, 

And therfore graunte me my fiiste boone, 

And myn entent yow wol I seye ryght soone ' 

‘ I graunte hyt 3 ow,’ quod she, and ryght anoon 
This formel egle spake in thys degre — 

‘ Almyghty queue, unto this yere be doon 
I aske respite for to avj^sen me , 

And after that to have my choys al fre , 649 

Thys al and somme that I wolde spek and seye , 
Ye gete no more, although ye do me deye 

^ I wolle noght serven Venus ne Cwpide, 

Forsoth as yet, by no maner weje ’ 

‘ Now syn hyt may noon other weyes betide,’ 
Quod Nature, ‘ here ys no more to seye 
Than wolde I that these foules were aweye, 

Ech with hys make, for tarymge lengei here ’ 

And se} de hem thus, as ye shal after here 

‘ To yow Speke I, yee tereeletys,’ quod Nature , 

‘ Beth of goo^d hert, and serveth alZe thre , mo 
A yere ys not so longe to enduie. 

And eche of yow peyne hym in hys degre 
For to do wel , for, God wote, quy te ys she 
“ Fro }0W thys yere, what after so befaHe, 

This entremesse 3 s dressed for yow alle ’ 
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And whan thys werke al ^loght was to an cnde. 
To e’ver} foule Natmc }afe h}s make 
B} e\ene acoicle, and on her v\ey the}^ wende 
And, Lord ^ the bl}sse and joy that thej make ^ 

For eche of hem gan othei m hb w^ngos take, b70 
And yith her nekkes eche gan other wynde, 
Thonkyng alwey the noble godde&se of kynde 

But first were chosen foiiles for to synge, — 

As yere by yere was alwey her usaiince, 

To synge a roundel at her depaitjnge;, 

To do Natmc honour and pioasaunce, 

The notej I trowe, maked was in Fraunce , 

The wordes were siicho as yo may hcie fyndo 
The nexte \cis, as I now ha-ve in mynd^ 

Qui bion ay me a tarde oubhe eso 

^ Now wehom somer, with fhj sonne softe, 

That haste this loynter wethas oner shake, 

Saynt Valentyne, thou aite fal hye on lope, 

Whiohe df west away the Ion ye niylites bluJce , • 

Tims syngen smale foules for thy sake — 

Wei have they cause Jo} to gladen ofte, 

Sens eche of hem recoveted hath his make, 

Ful blisful may they singo whan they awake ^ 

And with the showtynge whan hir song was do, 
That the foules made at her flyght away, 69ft 
I wooke, and other bookes toke me to 
To rede upon , and yet I lede alway 
I hope ywyse to rede so somme day, 

That I shal mete sommethyng for to fare 
The bet, and thus to rede I wol not spaie 


EXPLICIT. 



THE BOKE OF CUPIDE, GOD OF LOYE, 

OE THE 

CUCKOW AND THE NIGHTINGALE 

HE god of love, ah ^ benedicite, 

How ni} ghty and how grete a lorde is 
he ^ 

For ho can make of lowe heitjs hie, 
And high^ liertes low, and like foi to die. 

And hardc hortis he can make free 

And he can make, within a lytel stounde. 

Of seke folke fill fiesh, hool and sounde, 

And of hoole folke he can make seke , 

He can bynde, and wel unbyndeTi eke. 

What he wole have bounde?^ c>? unbounde - lo 

To telle his myght my wit may not suffice, 

For he can make of wise folke ful n^se, 

Foi he may do al that he can de^’yse, 

And in lither^ folke dystroye vise. 

And proude hertys he can make agr^se 

Shoitely al that e\eie he wol he may, 

A} enst him ther dar no wight seya nay , 
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For he can glade and gre've whom him 

And who?ii that ho wol, don h> m laughs; or sik^, 

And most his m}ght he sheweth 6 \ei m May 20 

For every tiewe gen til herte and fre, 

That with him is, or thinketh/or to be, 

Ayens May now shal ha\e somme sterynge, 

Other to joy, or elles to some morenjnge, 

In no sesoun so grette, as thjnke^A me 

For then they mowe here the biiddes smg^. 

And see the floures and the le\es spiing<?, 

That hnufjGth into hertes remembrannce 
A manei ease, ymedled with grevaimce, 

And lusty thoghtes ful of grcte longjnge 30 

And of that longj/nge cometh hevynesse, 

And thereof gvoweth oft iyme grcte seknesse, 

And al for lak of that that they des} re 
And thus in May ben heit^s set on fire, 

And so they brenne foithe in grcte disiresse 

I speke al this of felyng truly , 

For althogh I be olde and unlusty, 

Yet have I felte of that sekenes 111 May 
Bothe hote and colde, an acces every day, 

How sore, ywis, ther wot no wight but I 4 a 

I am bO shaken with the feveres white, 

Of al this May yet slept I but a lyte , 

And also hit ne liLeth noght to me 
That eny herte shulde slepy be. 

In whom that Love his dry dart wol smyte* 
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Bufc as I lay this other nyght wakynge, 

I thoght how lovers had a tokenynge, 

And among hem hit was a comune tale, 

That hit wer good to here the nyghtyngale, 

Bather then the lende cukkow s^nge so 

And then I thoght anoon, as hit was daye, 

I wolde goo somme whedir for to assaye 
Yf that I myght a n^ghtyngale here, 

For yet I non had herd of al this yere 
And hit was tho the thirde nyght of May 

And ngU anoon as I the day espiede, 

No lenger wolde I in my bed abyde, 

But ^mto a wode that was fast by, 

I wente forthe allone ful pnvely, 

And helde my way doun hy a broke syde eo 

Til I come into a laiinde of white and grene, 

So feire oon had I nevere in bene, 

The grounde was grene, ypoudred with dayse, 

The flonres and the gias ilike al hie, 

Al grene and white, was nothing elles sene 

Thei sat I doime amonge the feire domes, 

And saw thee briddes crepe out of her boures, 
Ther as they had rested hem al the nyght. 

They were so joyful of the dayes lyght, 

That they beganwe of Mayes ben ther hoiires 7o 

They coude that servise alle bye rote , 

Ther was also mony a lovely note ^ 

Somme songe loude as they hadde pleyned. 

And somme in other maner voys yfeyned, 

And somme al oute with a lowde throte 



THE CtJCKOW AKB 


They piunecl hem, and mide hem rjght gay, 

And daiinsedcn and Icptim on the &piay, 

And e\ermoie two and t\\o m fere, 

Ryght so as they ho^Me chosen hem to-yere 
In Fev&i ei e upon se} nt Yalentynes day 80 

And the ryv er that then I sat upon. 

Hit made suche a no}se as hit tlw ion, 

Acordaunt to the foulcs ermonj o. 

Me thoght hit was the besta melody e 
That myghtg be herd of eny hjvyng man 

And for del} te, I ne wotQ nci;cr how, 

I fel in such a slombie and a swo\\e, — 

Nat al on slope, ne fully al waking, — 

And in that &\\owo mo thoght I horde singe 
That sory briddo the lewec^e cukkowo, m 

And that was on a tie light faste bye 
But who was then evel apayod but I ^ 

‘ Now God,’ quod T, ‘ that died upon the cioise, 
Yne sorowe on the, and on thy foule \0}s ’ 

For lytel joy ha\e I now of thy crie ’ 

And as T with the cukkow gan to chide, 

I herdo, m the ncxte busshcs beside, 

A !iyght}ngdle so lustely singe, 

That with her clore \oys she made rjnge 
Thro out aUe the grene wmde wide loo 

^ A ^ goode nyghtyngale,’ quod I then??^, 

^ A 1 } tellfi hast thou be to longc hcn?z<?, 

For her hath bo the lew<3de cukkow, 

And songen songes lather then hast thou 
I piey to God that e\el hie him brenne 
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But now I wil yow tel a wonder th} nge 
As longe as I lay m that swoii’nynge, 

Me thoght I wist al that the briddes mente, 

And what they se}de, and what was her entente, 
And of her speche I hadc^e good knouynge no 

And then herd I the nyghtj^ngale se^e — 

^ Now, goode euklvow, go sommewhere thy weye 
And let us that can S}nge dwellen heie , 

Fer every wight escheweth the to heie, 

Thy songes be so el} nge, in gode feye ’ 

' What/ quoth she, 'what may the ajle now 
Hit thinke^A me, I syng as wel as thow. 

For my songe is bothe tiewe and ple 5 -ne, 

Al-thogh I cannot creke hit so in \eyne. 

As thou dost m thy thiote, I woto ner how m 

' And eveiy wight may understonde me, 

But, Nyght}ngdle, so may they not don the. 

For thou hast mony a feyned queint cry , 

I have herd the seye, ' ocy, oey 

But who myghte wete what that shulde he ^ 

< 0 folo,’ quoth she, ' wmst thou not what that is? 
When that I sey, oey, oey, iwisse. 

Then mene I that I wolde wonder fayne, 

That al tho w^eie shamefully zslayne, 

That menen oght ay ones love amys i30 

' And also I w'-olde ahe tho were dede. 

That thenke not her lyve in love to lede, 

For who that wol the god of love not serve^ 
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I dar wel sey he is woithy for to ster^e ; 

And for that slville, ocy, oey, I gi ede ’ 

^ Ey^’ quoth the ciikkow, ^ } wis this is a que} nt la 
That eyther shal I lo\ o or elles be sla'vt o 
But I forsake dlle suche company e , 

For mjm entent is ne 3 'thei foi to dye^ 

Ne while 1 lyve m loves ^oke to drawe uo 

‘ For lowers be the’folke that hen on l}\e, 

That most(3 disese han, and most unthine. 

And most enduren sorowe, wo, and caie, 

And at tho lest fallen of her welfaiio 
What nedith hit a 3 en<?s ticweih to stiuc*^ ’ 

^ What^’ quoth she ilio, ^thou art out of thy m} nde ^ 
How maist thou in thy ch cries horte f}nde 
To speko of Loves servaimteb m this wyse ^ 

For in this worlde is noon so good servise 
To every w} ght that gcntil ys of kjnde , iso 

^ For theiof truly cometh al goodnesse, 

A1 honour and al gentilncsse, 

Worshippe, and cse, and alle hfit}s lust, 

Perfyt joy, and ful ensured trust, 

Jokte, plcsaunce, and ehe freshonesse, 

^ Loiyelyhed, and tiowe companye, 

Semelyhed, largenesse, and cuitesie, 

Drede of shame and for to don amys 
For he that truly Loves servaunt ys, 

Were lother be shamed then to dje itVi 


‘ And that ys sothe al that ever I sey, 
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In that beleve I wil bothe lyve and doye, 

And, Cukkow, so rede I the that thou do iwis ’ 

^ Ye then/ quoth she, ^God let me nevei ha\e biis, 
If evere I unto that eoimseyl obeys ^ 

^ Nyghtyngale, thou spekest wonder feyre, 

But, for al that, the sothe is the contrejie , 

Eor loving in yongs folke is but rage, 

,^nd in olde foil hit is a grete dotage, 

Who most hit useth, most he shal ape^re 170 

* For therof cometh mony an he'vinesse, 

Sorow and caie, and mon} a grete seknesse, 
Dispite, debate, angre, and envye, 

Eepreve and shame, tztz trust, and jelos^e. 

Pride, and m^schete, povert, and wodenesse 

‘ What ^ Lovyng is an office of dispaire, 

And oon thing is therm that ys not faire , 

For who that geteth of love a lytil bl^sse, 

But-^ he be alway theiby ywysse, 

He may ful sone of age have his haire iso 

‘ And therfor, N} ghtyngale, holde the nye , 

For, leve me wel, for al thy loude erie, 

If thou fer or longe be fro thi make, 

Thou shalt be as other that be forsake, 

Then shalt thou haten love as wele as I ’ 

^ Fye,’ quoth she, ^ on thi name and on the ^ 

The god of love ne let the nevere ythe f 
For thou art wors a thousand folde then wode, 
For mony is ful worthie and ful good, 

That hadd^ be noght, ne hadc^e love }be 

lY. 0 


390 
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^ For Love his servant evermore amendeth, 

And fro al evele tachehes him defendeth, 

And maketh him to brenne as eny fire, 

In trouthe and m woischippeful desire, 

And, whom him like% joy ynogh him sendeth ’ 

^ Ye Nyghtyngale,’ he seyde, holde the mw 
stille ^ 

For Love hath no resoiin but his wide , 

For ofte silhe untrew folke he esith, 

And trewe folke so bittirly displeseth, 

That for defaute of grace he let hem spiUe 200 

^ With suche a lorde wolde I never be, 

For he is blynde alwey and may not se, 

And when he lyeth he not ne when he fayleth 
And m this court ful selde trouthe avayleth, 

So dyverse and so wilful eke ys he ’ 

Then toke I of the n}ghtyngale kepe, 

She kest a sighe out of her herte depe, 

And seyde, ‘ Alas, that I e\er was boro ^ 

I can foi tene sey^ not oon worde more 
And ryght with that she brast on for to wepe 

^ Alas quoth she, ^ my herte wol to-breke 211 
To her^ thus this false birdde speke 
Of Love, and of his worshipful servyse 
Now, God of Love, thou helpe me in summe wise, 
That I may on this eukkow ben awreke ’ 

Methoughte then that I stert up anone, 

And to the broke I lan and gatte a stone, 
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And at the cukkow hertely I caste , 

And he for drede gan flye awey ful fastc, 

And glad was I when that he was ^gon 220 

And evermore the cukkow, as he fley. 

He seyde, ' Farewel, farewel papyngay ^ 

As thogh he had ^scorned, az thoght me , 

But ay I hunted him fro tre to tie, 

Tille he was fer al out of sj^ght away 

And then come the nyghtyngale to me, 

And sej^de, ^ Frende, forsoth I thanke the, 

That thou hast lyked me thus to rescowe , 

And oon avowe to love I wol allowe, 

That al this May I wol thy singer be ’ 2sc> 

‘ I thanked her, and was ryght wel apa} ed 
^ Yee,’ quoth she, ^ and be thou not amayed, 
Thogh thou have herde the cukkow er then me . 
For, if I lyve, hit shal amended be 
The nexte May, yf I be not affrayed 

* And oon thing I wol rede the also, 

Ne leve thou not the cukkow, loves fo, 

For al that he hath seyde is strong lesinge ’ 

^ Nay, nay’ quoth I, ^ther shal nothing me brings 
Fro love, and yet he doth me mekil wo 210 

^ Yee Use thou,’ quoth she, ‘ this medecyne, 
Every day this May er that thou dyne — 

Goo loke upon the fresshe flour the dajsje, 

And, thogh thou be for wo m poynt to dye. 

That shal ful gretly lyssen the of thy pyne.. 
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^ And loke ah\ oy that thou be good and trewe, 
And I ^^^ol singo oon of mj soijges nowe 
For Io\e of the, as loude as I may cric ' 

And then she began this songe ful hye, 

^ I shiewe hem al that be to love imtrewe ' sso 

And when she hadeZ^ songen hit out to the ende, 

* Now fairewel/ quoth she, ^ for I moste wende, 
And, God of Lo\e, that can ryght wel and may, 

As mekil py sendo yow this day, 

As ever yet he eny lover sende ’’ 

Thus toke the njghtyngale hii leve of me 
I pray to God he alway with her be, 

And joy of lo\e he sende her evermore, 

And shilde us fro the cukltow and his lore, 

For ther is non so fals a bridde as he see 

Forthe she fley, the gentil njghtyngalo, 

To alia the bnddes that werene m the cMe, 

And gat hem alle into a place yn fcie, 

And hem bcsoughteri that they woldew here 
Her dysese, and thus began her tale 

« Ye knowe wel, hit is not fio yow hidde, 

How that the cukkow and Y fast have chidde, 
Ever sithe that hit was dajes l>ght , 

I prey yow alZe that ye do me ryght 

Of thatT foule fals unkynde bridde ’ 2 ' 

Then s4ake oon brid for al, by oon assent 
" This i^iatei asketh good avysement , 

For we i)e fewe bnddes her in fere, 

And sothf • hit ys, the cukkow is not here, 

And theri "ore we wol have a parlement. 
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‘ And therat shal be the egle our lorde, 

And other per}s th|,t ben of lecoide, 

And the cukkow shal be after ^sent , 

And ther shal be yeven the jugement, 

Or elles we shiil make summe acoide 28 o 

‘ And this shal be, withouten any nay, 

The morowe, sej nt<3 Valentynes day, 

Under the maple that is feire and grene, 

Before the chambie window of the Ouene, 

At Wodostok upon the grene lay ’ 

She thankee? hem, and then her leve she toke, 

And fleye into an hawthorne by the broke, 

And ther she sate and songe upon the tre, 

‘ Terme of my Ij^e love hath withholde me,’ 

So loude that I vith that song awoke 290 

EXPLICIT 

0 LEWLE boke, with thy fo?de rudenesse, 

Sith thou hast neyther beaute ne eloquence, 

Who hath the caused or yeve the hardy nesse 
For to appere in my ladyes presence ^ 

1 am ful siker thou knowest hyr beni\olence, 

Ful agreable to alle hii obeymge. 

For of al goode she is the beste lyvynge 

Alas ^ that thou ne haddest worthynesse, 

To shewe to hir somme plesaunt sentence, 

Sith€w that she hath, thorgh hir gentilesse, soo 
Accepted^ the seivant to hir digne reverence ^ 

0 ^ me repenteth that I we h^Ade science, 

And leyser als, to make the more fiorysshynge, 
For of al goode she ys the beste lyvynge 
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Be&eche hir mekely with alle lowljnesse, 

Though I be fer from hir in myn absence, 

To thenke on my trouthe to hir and stidfastnesse, 
And to abregge of my sorwes the violence, 
Whiche caused ys, wherof knoweth your sapience, 
She lyke amonge to notefye me hir lykjnge , sio 
For of alio go ode she is the beste lyvynge. 

LENVOTE 

Aubohe of gladnesse, and day of liistjmerse, 
Lucerne a nyght with hevenly influence ^ 
Enlumyned, rote of beaute and goodenesse, 
Siispiiies which I efliinde in silence ^ 

Of grace, I beseche, alegge let your writynge 
Now of al goode, syth ye be beste lyvynge 


EXPLICIT. 
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HEN that Phebus his chaire of gold so 
hie 

Hadc?e whirled up the stcrrie sky aloft€. 
And in the Boole was entiedcertamely 
When shoures sweet of raine discended softe, 
Causing the ground, fele times and ofte, 

Up foi to give many an wholsome aire, 

And every plaine was eke ?/clothed faire 

With new^ green, and maketh smalle fioures 
To sprmgen here and there in field and mede , 

So very good and ’wholsome be the shoures, lo 
That it reniieth that was old and dede 
In winter time, and out of e\ery sede 
Sprmgeth the hearbe, so that o\ erj wight 
Of this season wexeth fd glad and light 

And I, so glad of the season thus swete, 

Was happed thus upon a eertaine nighte — 

As I lay in my bed, sleepe ful unmete 
Was unto me, but why that I ne mighte 
Rest, I ne wiste , for there nas eaithly wight, 

As I suppose, hdi&de more heartes ease * 20 

Than I, for I nad^a sicknesse nor disease 
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Wheiefore I mervailo greatly of my selfe, 

That I 'w ithoiitcn sleeps so longe lay , 

And up I lose three hourcs after t\-velfe, 

Aboute the springing of the day ^ 

And on I put?^ my geaie and mine array, 

And to a pleasaunt giove I gan to passe, 

Long or the brighte Sonne up-risen was , 

in which weie okes greate, streight as a line, 
Under the which the grasse, so Iresh of hewe, 30 
Was newly spiong, and an eight foot or nine 
jSvei}' tree well fio his fellow grew. 

With branches brode, lade with leves newe, 

That sprongon out a} cn the simnc sheno 
Borne % cry red, and some a glad light grene , 

Which, as mo thoughts, was right a plesant sight , 
And eke the briddes songes for to heie 
Would have rejoyced any earthly wight , 

And I that couthr not j^ct, in no manere, 

Hoare the nightingale of all the }caie, 40 

Fill busily heikencd with hart and care, 

If I her voice percci\e coud any wheie 

And, at the last, a path of little hrecdo 
I found, that greatly hadde not used be , 

For it forgiow^Ti was with grasse and weede. 

That well unneth a wight ne might it se 
Thoght I, ^ This path some whider goth, parde 
And so I followed^, till it me brought^ 

To right a pleasaunt herber, well ywrought, 

That bencMed was, and eh with turfes new ’ so 
Freshly turfved, wheieof the grene gias, 

I 
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So small, so thicke, so short, so fresh of hewe, 

That most ?/like greene wool, I wot, it was 
The hegge also that yede in this compas. 

And closed m all the greene herheie, 

With sicamour was set and eglatere, 

Wrethen m fere so well and cunningly, 

That every branch and leafe grew b} mesure, 
Plame as a bord, of oon height by and hy 
I ne &egh ne’ver thing, I j^ou ensure, oo 

So well ^-done , for he that tooke the cure 
It for to make, Y trow did all his peine 
To make it passe alle tho that men ha\e seme 

And shapen was this herber, roofe and all, 

As a prety parlour , and also 
The hegge as thicke as is a castle wall, 

That who that list withoute to stond or go, 
Though he would all day pnen to and fro, 

He should^ not see if there were any wights 
Within or no , but one within wel mighte 70 

Peiceive alle tho that yeden there without^ 

Into the field, that was on every side 

Covered with come and giasse , that out of doubt, 

Though one woulde seeke all the worlds wide, 

So rich a fielde ne coude not be espide 
On ang coast, as of the quantitie , 

For of aUe good thing there was plentie 

And I that aU this pleasaunt sight ay sie, 

Thought sodainly I felte so sweet an aire 
Com of the eglentere, that certainely «c 
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There is no heart, I deme m such dispaire, 

Ne with no though tes fro ward and contraire 
So overlaid, but it should^ soone have bote, 

If it had ones felt this savour sote 

And as I stood and cast aside mine eie, 

I was of ware the fairest medler tree, 

That ever yet in all my life I sie, 

As full of blossomes as it mighte be , 

Therein a goldfinch leaping pretib 

Fro bough to bough , and, as him list, gan eet<? 9o 

Of buddes heie and there and flouies sweete 

And to the hcrbcr side tlier vas joynmge 
This faire tree, of which I have } on told , 

And at the last the brid began to singe, 

When he had eaten what he eate wolde, 

So passing sweetly, that by manifolde 
It was more plcasaunt than I coude devise. 

And when his song was ended in this wise, 

The nightingale with so mery a note 
Answered him, that all the wood^ long loo 

So sodamly, that, as it were a so to, 

I stood astonied , so was I with the song 
Thorow ravished, that till late and longe, 

Ne wist I m what place I was, ne where , 

And ay, me thoughte, she song even by mine ere. 

Wherefore about I waited busily, 

On every side, if that I her mighte see , 

And, at ,the last, I gan full well aspie 
Where she sat in a fresh grcne lauror tree, 

On the fiirther side, even rifi:ht by me. 


110 
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That gave so passing a delicious smell, 

According to the eglentere full well 

Whereof I hadcZe so inly great pleasure, 

That, as me thought, I surely ravished was 
Into ParadicG, where as my desire 
Was for to he, and no feithei to passe 
As foi that day , and on the sote grasse 
I sat me downe , for, as for mine entent, 

The birdcZes song was more con\enient, 

And more pleasaimt to me by many fold, 120 
Than meat or dnnke, 01 anj other thing 
Thereto the herber was so fiesb and cold, 

The wholesome savours eke so comforting, 

That, as I demede, sith the beginning 
Of thilhe world was never seene or than 
So pleasaimt a ground of none earthly man 

And as T sat, the birdJes harkening thus, 

Me thoiighte that I hearde voices sodainly, 

The most sweetest and most delicious 

That e\er any wight, I trow truly, iso 

Heard in here life , for sotlie the armony 

And sweet accord was in so good musike, 

That the voices to angels most was like 

And at the last, out of a grove faste by, 

That was right goodly and pleasant to sight, 

I sie where there came, singing lustily, 

A world of ladies , but, to tell aright 
Eere grcte beautie, it lieth not m my might, 

Ne e array , never thelesse I shalle 

Tells you a part, though I speake not of alls ho 
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The siireotes white, of velvet wele sitting, 

They were in ciad, and the semes echone, 

As it were a maner garnishing, 

Was set with emeraud^s, one and one. 

But by and hjful many a riche stone 
Was set on the purfdes, out of doute, 

Of colors, sieves, and traines round aboufce. 

As greate pearles, round and orienta, 

Diamondds fine, and rubies rede 
And many another stone, of which I went© loo 
The names now ; and everich on her heada 
A richf. fret of gold, which, without^ dreade, 

Was full of stately riche stones set ; 

And every lady had a ehapelet 

Upon her head of floures fresh and greene. 

So %vele ywTought and so mervellously, 

That seth it was a noble sight to scene ; 

Some of laiirer, and some full pleasantly 
liadde ehapelets of wmodbind, and sadly 
Some of agnus castus were also 160 

Chapelets freshe ; but there were many tho 

That song and daimced, eke ful soberly, 

And all they yede in manner of eompace ; 

But one there yede in mid the company, 

Soole by her selfe ; but alld followed^? the pace 
Which that she kept^, whose heaven ely/aw'd face 
So pleasaunt was, and her wele shape person, 
That of beautie she past hem everichone. 


And more richly beseene, by manifold, 
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She was also in e\ery maner thing 170 

Upon her head, full pleasaunt to beholds, 

A crowne of gold riche for any king 
A biaunch of agnvs castus eke bearing 
In her hand , and to my sight tiuly, 

She lady was of al the company 

And she began a roundell lustely, 

That ^ Suse le foyle, devers men caHe, 

^ Sm et monjoly cuer est endormy , 

And than the company answered alle, 

With voices sweet entuned, and so smaUe i80 
That it me thoughts the sweetest melody 
That e\er I Jaeard in my life soothly 

And thus they came, dauncing and singing 
Into the middest of the mede echone, 

Before the herber where I was sitting , 

And, God wot, me thought I was wel bigone , 

Foi then I might a\ise hem one by one, 

Who fairest was, who coude best dance or singe, 
Or who most womanly was in alle thinge 

They hadc?e not daunced but a little thiowe, iso 
When that I heaide not ferre off sodainely, 

So great a noise of thundering trumpes blow e, 

As though it should have departed the skie , 

And, after that, wuthin a while I sie, 

From the same giove where the ladies come oute, 
Of men of aimes coming such a loutc, 

As alle the men on earth haddc ben assembled 
In that place, wele horsed for the nones, 

Stermg so faste, that al the earth trembled 
But for to speake of riches and 0/ stones^ 200 
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And men and liorse, I trow the large wones 
Of Prestir John, ne all his tre&oue, 

Miglite not unneth ha\e boght the tenth partie 

Of Iwe airay who so list heare more, 

I shall rehearse so as I can a lite 
Out of the gioie, that I of spake before, 

I sie come first, all in e clokes white, 

A company, that ’ware, for here delite, 
Chapelets fi esh of okes serialle. 

Newly yspronge, and trumpets they wcie allc 

On every trumpe hanging a broad banere 
Of fine taitaimm fill richcly bete , 

Every trumpet his loides armes here, 

About ho e neckcs, with greate pearles sete, 
Coliorcs brode , for cost they wouldg not lete, 
As it wouldc' sceme, for here scoehones echone 
Were set aboute with man^ a precious stone 

Here horse hai ncis was all white also 
And after hem next, in one company, 

Came Lmges of armes, and no mo, 

In clokes of white cloth of gold richly , 
Chapelets of gieone on here heades on hie. 
The crowna that they on heu scoehones hero, 
Were set with pearle, ruby, and saphere, 

And eke great diamondes many one 
But all here horse harneis and other geare 
Was in a sute accoi dingo, everyehone, 

As ye have heaid the foresaid trumpets were, 
And, by seeming, they weie nothing to lere, 
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And here guiding they dide so manerly, 230 

And, after hem, came a great company 

Of heraud^s and pursevauntes eke, 

Ariayed in clothes of whit \el\etie, 

And, hardfly, they were no thing to seke. 

How they on hem should^ the harneis set^^ , 

And every man had on a chapelet , 

Scoehones and eke horse harneis, mdede. 

They had in sute of hem that before hem yede 

Next after hem came?^, in armour bright 

All save here head^s, seemely knightas nine , 240 

And every claspe and naile, as to my sight. 

Of here harneis were of led golde fine , 

With cloth of gold, and furred with ermine 
Were the trappor^s of he7e stedes stronge, 

Wide and large, that to the ground dide honge 

And e-very bosse of bridle and paitrell 

That hadde they, was worth, as I woulde wene, 

A thousand pound , and on here heades, well 
Dressed, were ciownes of laurer grene, 

The best ymade that e\er I hadde sene, 250 

And every knight had after him riding 
Three hensh^men on him ay awaiting 

Of which every first, on a short tronehoun, 

His lordes helme baie, so richly dight, 

That the worst was worth the ransoun 
Of my king , the second a shield bright 
Bare at his hacke, the thndde bare upiight 
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A miglitie sperc, full shaipc ^ground and kene, 
And e\ciy child ele ^\are of lca\cs giene 

A fresh chapclet upon his haires brighte , 2b0 

And clokes \^hite of fine \elvet they weie, 

IIe7e steed^s trapped and «?raied nghte, 

Without^ difference, as Ime lordcs were. 

And aftei hem, on many a fiesh eorsere, 

Th(‘ie came of armcde kmghtes such a iout<3. 

That they bespradJe the large field aboute 

And all the^ ware, after here degrees, 

Chapelcts newe made of laurer grene , 

Borne of the oke, and some of other trees, 

Borne in Ime hond^s baie boughes shene, 270 
Borne of laurer, and some of okes kcne. 

Borne of hauthoine, and some of the woodbind, 
And many mo which I hadcZe not m mmd 

And so they came, Ime horses freshly storing 
With bloodic sowiics of hei trompes loiide , 

There sie I many an uncouth disguising 
In the array of these knightes pioude. 

And at the last, as evenly as the}^ coude, 

They took her e places in middes of the mode, 

And cveiy knight turned his horse hede 280 

To his fellow, and lightly laid a spere 
In the arest, and so justes began 
On e\ery part aboutm, here and there. 

Some brake his spere, some drew down hors and 
nianwe , 

About(3 the field astray the steed-ss ran?^(^ , 
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And, to behold here rule and goyernaunee, 

I you ensure, it was a great pleasaunee 

And so the justes last an houre and more , 

But tho that crowned were in laurer grene 
Wanne the prise , here dmtes were so soie, 290 
That there was none ayenst hem mighte sustene 
And the justing all was ^left off dene, 

And fro here horse the ninth alight anone. 

And so did all the remnant evenchone 

And forth they yede togider, twain and twain, 
That to behold it was a worthy sight, 

Toward the ladies on the greene plaine, 

That song and daunced, as I saide now rights 
The ladies tho, soone as they goodly mighte, 

They braken of bothe the song and dance, soo 
And yede to meet hem with ful glad semblance. 

And every lady tooke, full womanly. 

By the right bond a Iniight, and forth the^ j eJe 
Unto a faire laurer that stood fast by. 

With leves lade, the boughes of great biede , 

And to my dome there never was, indede, 

Man that hzMe seene halfe so faire a tree , 

For underneath there might it well have be 

An hundred persons, at here owne plesanee. 
Shadowed fro the heat of Phebus biight, eio 
So that they shoulder have felt no gievaunce 
Of rame ne haile that hem ne hurte mighte 
The savour eke rejoice would any wighte 
That hadda be sicke or melancolius, 

[t was so very good and vertuous 
JfO-L IV H 
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And witli great reverence ending they lowe 
To thille tree so soot, and faire of hewe , 

And after that, within a little thrown, 

The} beganne to singe and dannce of news 
Some song of love, some plaining of untrewe, 3S 
Envirouninge the tree that stood upright , 

And ever jedo a lady and a knight 

And at the last mine eye I caste aside, 

And was ware of a lustio company 
That came roming out of the field wide, 

Hond in bond a knight and a lady , 

The ladies all in sureotes, that richely 
Pui filed were with many a rich stone, 

And every knight of grene waie mantles on, 

Embrouded well so as the sureotes were 33c 
And e\cnch had a chapelet on her hede, 

Which dide right well upon the shining here, 
J-made of goodly flourcs white and rede , 

The knightes eke, that they in hond gan lode, 

In sutc of hem ware ehapelets e\ cr} chono, 

And befoie hem wente minstrels many one 

As harpos, pipes, lutes, and sautry, 

All m greeno , and on hei e heades bare, 

Of divers floures, made full craftely. 

All m a sute, goodly ehapelets they ware , 340 

And, so dauncing, into the mede they fare. 

In mid the which they found a tuft that was 
Al oveisprad with floures m compas. 

'ViTiereto they enclined everyehone 

With gieat leverence, and that full humbly ; 
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And^ at the laste, there began anane 
A lady foi to singe right womanly 
A bargaret in praising the daisie , 

For, as me thought, among her notes swete, 

She said ^ St douse est la Maigarete^ 35& 

Than they all answered her in fere, 

So passingly well, and so pleasanntly. 

That sotli it was a blisfuU noise to here 
But, I not how, it happede suddainly 
As aboute noone, the sonne so fervently 
Waxe hote, that the pretie tendre floiires 
HadcZe lost the beaiitie of her fieshe colours, 

Forshronke with heat , the ladies eke to-brent, 
That they ne wist^ where hem to bestowe , 

The knightes swelte, for lack of shade me shent , seo 
And after that, within a little throwe, 

The wind began so sturdily to blowe. 

That down goeth alle the doures everiehone. 

So that in all the mede there laft not one , 

Save such as succoured were among the leves 
Fro every storme that mighte hem assaile, 
Growing xmder hedges and thicke greves , 

And after that there came a storme of haile 
And raine m fere, so that, withouten fade. 

The ladies ne the knightes nade o threed 37ft 
Drie wpon hem, so dropping was her weed 

And whan the storm was eleane passed away, 

Tho clad in white that stoode under the tree^ 
They felte nothing of the great affray. 

That they m greene without had in ybe , 
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To Tiem they yede for routhe and pite, 

Hem to comfort after here greats disease, 

So fame they were the helplesse for to ease 

Than was I ware how one of hem in grene 
Had on a crowne, ful rich and wel sitting , sso 
Wherefore I domed wel she was a qnene. 

And tho in greene on her were awaiting , 

The ladies then in white that were eomming 
Towardes hem, and the knightes in fere, 

Bcganwe hem to comfort, and make hem chere 

The queen in white, that was of great beauty, 
Tooke by the bond the queen that was in grene, 
And said, ^ Suster, I have right great pitie 
Of your annoy, and of the troublous tene, 

Wherein ye and your company ha\e bene 390 
So long, alas ^ and if that it you please 
To go with me, I shall do you the ease, 

‘ In all the pleasure that I can or may 
Whereof the tother, humbly as she mighte, 
Thanked her , for in right ill array 
She was with storm and heat, I you behighte , 
And every lady, then anone right. 

That were m white, one of hem took m grene 
By the bond , which when the knightes hadd^e sene, 

In like wise ech of hem tooke hir a knight 400 
J-clad m greene, and forth with hem they fare, 
Z7?i-to an hegge, where they anon gan right 
To make here justes, would^ they not spare 
Boughes to hewa down, and eke trees square, 
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Wherwith they made hem stately fires greate. 

To dry here clothes that were wringing weate. 

And after that, of hearhes that there grewe, 

They made, for blisters of the sunne brenning, 
Yery good and wholesome ointmentes newe, 
Where that they yede the sicke fast anointing , 4io 
And after that they yede aboute gadenng 
Pleasaunt salades, which they made hem eate, 

For to refresh here greate unkindly heate 

The lady of the Leafe then gan to praye 
Her of the Floure (for so to my seeming 
They should^ be, as by here arraye) 

To soupe with her, and eek, for any thing, 

That she should^ with her all her people brmge , 
And she ayen, in right goodly manere, 

Thanketh her of her most friendly cheare, 420 

Saying plainely, that she would obaye 
With all her hart all her commaundement , 

And then anon, withoute lengei delays. 

The lady of the Leafe hath one ysent 
For a palfray, as aftei her intent. 

Arrayed well and faire in harneis of goldg. 

For nothing lacked, that to him long sholde. 

And after that, to all her company 
She made to purvey horse and every thing 
That they needed , and then ful lustily, 

Even by the herber where I was sitting, 

They passed all^, so pleasantly singing. 


430 
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That it would have comforted any wight 
But then I sie a passing wonder sight , 

For then the nightingale, that all the day 
Had in the lauier sete, and did her might 
The whole service to singe longing to May, 

All sodainly 5 egan to take her flight , 

And to the lady of the Leafe, forthright, 

She flew, and set her on her bond softly, 440 
Which was a thing I marveled of greatly. 

The goldfinch eke, that fro the medle? tree 
Was fled for heat into the bushes colde, 

Unto the lady of the Flower gan flee, 

And on her hond he set him as he wolde. 

And pleasauntly his wing^s gan to fold^ , 

And for to singe they pained hem both, as sore 
As they hadd^e do of all the day before. 

And so these ladies rode forth a great pace, 

And all the rout of knightes eke in fere , 450 

And I that hadde seene all this wonder case, 
Thought I would assay m some man ere, 

To knowe fully the trouth of this matere , 

And what they were that rode so pleasantly. 

And when they were the herber passed by, 

I dreste me forth, and happede to mete anone 
Right a faire lady, I you ensure , 

And she come riding by herselfe alone. 

All in white , with semblance ful demure 
I salued her, and bad her good aventiire 460 

Might her befall, as I couda most humbly , 

And she answered^, ‘ My daughter, gramercy ’ ' 
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Madame/ quod I, ^ if that I durst enquere 
Of you, I woulde fame, of that company, 

Wite what they be that paste by this arbere 
And she ayen answerede right friendly — 

‘ My faire doughter, all tho that passed here by 
In white clothing, be servaunts evenchone 
Unto the Leafe, and I myselfe am one 

' See ye not her that crowned is,’ quod she, m 
^ All m white ^ Madame/ quod I, ‘ yas ’ 

That IS Diane, goddesse of chastite , 

And for because that she a maiden is, 

In her own bond the braunch she beareth zwis, 
That agms castus men call^ properly , 

And alls the ladies in her company, 

'Which as ye se of that hearb chapelets weare, 

Be such as han kept alway hir maidenheed 
And aUe they that of laurer chaplets beare, 

Be such as hardy were, and manly indeed, — 480 

Vietoiious name which never may be dede ^ 

And alle they w ere so worthy of here honde. 

That in her time none might hem withstonde 

' And tho that weare chaplets on here hede 
Of fresh woodbind, be such as never were 
To love untrue in word, m thought, ne dede. 

But aye stedfast , ne for pleasaunce, ne fere, 
Thogh that they shuld here hertes al to~tere, 
Woulde ne filt^e, but e'^er were stedfaste, 

Til that here lives there asunder h aste ’ 490 

' Now faire madame,’ quod I, ' yet would I pray 
Your ladiship, if that it mighte be, 
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That I miglite knowe, by some maner way, 

(Sith that it hath 4 -liked your beaute, 

The trouth of these ladies for to telk me) , 

What that these knight^s be in rich armour, 

And what tho be in grene and weare the flour 

^ And why that some did^ reverence to the ire, 

And some unto the plot of floures faire 

‘With right good will, my fair doghter,^ quod she, 

‘ Sith your desire is good and debonaire , 501 

Tho nine crowned be very exemplaire 
Of all honour longing to chnalry, 

And those certaine be called the Nine Worthy, 

‘ Which ye may see now riding all before, 

That m her time did^ many a noble dede, 

And for here worthmesse full oft have bore 
The crowne of laurer leaves on here hede. 

As ye may m your olde bookes rede , 

And how that he that was a conquerour, 6 io 
'RdiMe by laurer alway his most honour. 

‘ And tho that beare bowes in here hondtf 
Of the precious laurer so notable, 

Be such as were, I woll ye understondc. 

Noble knightes of the rounde table. 

And eke the Douseperis honourable, 

Which they beare^z in signe of victory , 

It is witnesse of here deedes mightily. 

‘ Eke there be knight^s old of the garter, 

That m her time dide right worthily , S20 

And the honour they dide to the laurer. 
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Is for by tt they have here laud wholly, 

Here triumph eke, and marshall glory , 

Which unto hem is more parfit richesse. 

Than any wight imagine can or gesse 

^ For one leafe given of that noble tree 
To any wight that hath done worthily. 

And It be done so as it oughts to be, 

Is more honour than anything earthly, 

Witnesse of Rome that founder was truly 530 
Of all knighthood and deedes marvelous , 

Record I take of Titus Livius. 

^ And as for her that crowned is in greene. 

It IS Flora, of these floures goddesse , 

And all that here on her awaiting beene, 

It are such folk that loved idlenesse, 

And not delite hadde of no businesse, 

But for to hunt and hauke, and pley in medes, 
And many other such idle dedes 

* And for the greate delite and pleasaunee 540 
They have to the floure, and so reverently 
They unto it do such grete obeisaunee 
As ye may se ’ — ' Now faire Madame,’ quod I, 

‘ If I durst aske what is the cause and why, 

That knightes have the signe of honour, 

Wei rather by the leafe than by the flour 

‘Soothly, doughter,’ quod she, ^ this is the trouth — 
For knight^s ever shoulde be persevering, 

To seeke honour without femtise or slouth. 

Fro wele to better in all manner thing , sso 
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In signe of which, with leaves aye lasting 
They be rewarded after hei e degre, 

Whose lusty green may not appaired be, 

^ But aie keping here beautie fresh and greene , 
For there ms storme that ne may hem deface, 

Ne haile nor snow, ne winde nor frostes kene , 

Wherfore they have this propertie and grace 

And for the floure, within a little space 

WoU be ^-lost, so simple of natme 

They be, that they no gieevance may endure, 56 c 

^ And every storme will blow hem soone awaye, 

Ne laste they not but for oon season 
That IS the cause, the very troiith to saye, 

That they ma^e not, by no way of reason, 

Be put to no such occupation ’ 

' Madame,^ quod I, ^ with all mine whole sorvi&o 
I thanke you now, in my most humble wise , 

^ For now I am acertained throughly, 

Of every thing I desired to knowe ’ 

' I am right glad that I have said, sothly, 570 
Ought to your pleasure, if ye willd me trowe,’ 
Quod she ayen, ^ but to whom do yo owe 
Your service and which wolle ye honoure, 

Tel me I pray, this yere, the Leafe or the Floured* 

* Madame,’ quod I, ^ though I he least worthy, 
Unto the Leafe I owe mine observaunce ’ 

^ That IS,’ quod she, ^ right well done certainly , 
And pra} I God to honour you avaunee, 

And kepe you fro the wicked lemembraunce 



THE LEAF, 


107 


Of Maleboiieli, and all his erueltie, 58o 

And all that good and well conditioned be. 

^ For here may I no longer now abide, 

I mnste follows the greate company, 

That ye maye see yonder before y ou ride ’ 

And tho forth, as I conthe, most humbly, 

I tooke my leve of her, as she gan hie 
After hem as fast as e\er she mighte , 

And I drew homeward, for it was mgh nightc, 

And put all that I hadc?^ scene m writing, 

Under support of hem that lust it to rede 590 
0 little booke, thou art so unconning, 

How darst thou put thy-self in prees, for drede ^ 
It is wonder that thou wexest not rede ^ 

Sith that thou wost full lite who shall beholds 
Thy rude language, ful boistously unfolde 


EXPLICIT, 




TEOYLUS AND CEYSEYDE. 

IFCIPIT LIBEB PEXMtrS 


^^HE double sorowe of Troylus to tellen, 
That was the kynge Pnamiis sono of 
Troye, 

In lov3^ngG how hise aventurcs fellcn 
From wo to wele, and after out of jo)e, 

My purpos is, er that I parte fro the 
Theszphone, thou help me for tendite 
This woful vers, that wepen as I write 


II 

To the elepe I, thow goddesse of torment ^ 

Thow cruel wighte, sorowynge ever m peyne, 

Help me, that am the sorowful instrument lo 
That helpeth lovers, as I kan, to pleyne 
For wel it sit, the sothe al for to seyne, 

A woM wyght to han a drery feere, 

And to a sorwM tale a sory ehere 

III 

For I that God of Loves servaunt serve, 

Ne dar to love for myn unliklynesse, 
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Preyen for speed, al sholde I therfore sterve, 

So fer I am from Ins helpe in derkenesse , 

But natheles, if this may done gladnesse 
Unto any lovere, and his cause a\aylle, 20 

Have he my thonk, and myn he this travaille 

IV 

But ye lovers that bathen in gladdenesse, 

If any drope of pite in }ow be, 

Remembreth yow on passed hevynesse. 

That ye han felt and on the adversite 
Of other folk and thenketh how that }e 
Han felt that Love dorste yow displese, 

Or ye han wonne hym with to grete an ese 

v 

And preyeth for hem that ben in the cas 
Of Troilus, as ye may after heere, 30 

That Love hem brynge in Heiene to solas 
And eke for me preyeth to God so deere. 

That I have myght to shew, in som manere, 
Swich peyne and wo, as Loves folk endure, 

In Troilus unsely aventure 

VI 

And byddeth ek for hem that ben despeyred 
In love, that nevere nyl recovered be 
And ek for hem that falsly hen apeyred 
Thorwgh wikked tonges, be it he or sche 
Thus byddeth God, for his benignite, 40 

To graunte hem sone out of this world to passe, 
That ben despeyred out of loves grace 
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TII 

And byddeth ek for hem that ben at ese, 

That God hem graunte ay goode pcrseveraunce, 
And sende hem myght hire loves so to plese, 

That it to love be 'worsehip and plesaunce 
For so hope I best my sonle to avaunce, 

To preye for hem that Loves ser'vauntes be. 

And write hire wo, and ly\e in cherite 

Tin 

And for to have of hem compassyonn, 

As though I were hire owne brother deere 
Now herkeneth with a goode entencioun, 

For now wol I gone streght to my matere, 

In whiehe ye may the double sorwes here 

Of Troilus, m lovynge of CriseydeJ 

And how that she forsoke him or sche deyede 

IX 

It is wele wist, how that the Grekes stronge 
In armes with a thousand shippes wente 
To Troye wardes, and the cite longe 
Assegheden, nygh ten yer er they stente , m 
And m dyvense wise and oon entente, 

The ravys/iynge to wreken of Eleyne, 

By Pans don, they wroughten al hire peyne 

X 

Now fel it so, that in the town ther was 
Dweliynge a lord of grete autonte, 

A grete devyn that cleped was Calkas, 

That m science so expert was, that he 
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Knew wele that Troye sholde destroj^ed be, 

By answer of his god, that hyghte thus, 

Daun Phebus, or Apollo Delphicus 70 

XI 

So when this Calkas knew by calkulynge, 

And ek by answer of this Apollo, 

That Grekes sholden swiche a peple br}Tige, 
Thorwgh whiche that Troye moste ben fordo, 

He cast onon out of the town to go 
For wel wist he by sort that Troye sholde 
Destioyed ben, ye, wold who-so or nolde 

XII 

For which for to departen softely, 

Took purpos M this for kno^vynge wyse, 

And to the Grekes oost ful pryvely so 

He stal anon, and thei m eourtays wyse 
Hym deden bothen worschipp, and servyse, 

In fcruste that he hath knowynge hem to rede 
In every peril, which that is to drede 

XTII 

The noyse up rose when it was first aspied, 
Thorwgh al the town, and generally was spoken, 
That Calkas traitor fals fled was and allied 
With hem of Grece , and casten to ben wroken 
On him that falsly hadde his faith so broken, 

And sayden that he and alle his kyn atoones % 
Ben worthy for to brennen alLe fel and bones 

XIT 

Now bad<ie Calkas left, in this miscbaunce, 

Alle unwiste of this fals and wikked deda, 



